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DEDICATION 


To those who love the beauties of nature and the 
holy institutions of God ; who believe that this life 
should be a preparation for the Greater Life 
to come; and who, therefore, from the rush 
and the stress of the present day, take 
time to lift their vision aloft, this 
book is most sincerely dedicated. 


The Author. 


PREFACE 


Again that season of the year has come, which, 
with its chilly winds, its frost and snow, drives us from 
our favorite haunts in the woods and fields, and upon 
the mossy banks, to the shelter of the fireside, and the 
congenial fellowship of the family circle and our choice 
friends. And if the latter should tire of us, our friends 
upon the book shelves will not. They remain steadfast 
and true. 


Yes, the season is here, with early twilight and long 
evenings, when books become our boon companions. 


Also, it is that season, when the thought most read- 
ily presents itself of giving to the reading public the 
products of our pen. 


Accordingly, and spurred on, moreover, by the 
kind encouragement of friends, and those who have 
read, in current periodicals, our transient lines, we sub- 
mit these humble offerings from “field and fireside.” 


As to our poetic principle, or ideal, we beg to 
reiterate a former statement, from which, after further 
experience and reflection, we find no reason to retreat: 
“While we believe that poetry, in order to be poetry, 
should be exalted; yet, we do not believe that a pro- 
duction, in order to be worthy of the name poetry, must 
of necessity soar in the nebulous realms, where no hu- 
man thought, or vision, can reach it. We do not be- 
lieve that the true criterion of whether a piece is poetry, 
or not, is the fact that it remains, to our minds, “just 
as obscure after the twentieth perusal.” Neither do 
we accept the idea that poetry, in order to be poetry, 
must leave only “indefinite sensations, or impressions.” 
On the other hand, we do believe that that poetry is 
most worthy of its name, and most useful, which, clothed 
in simple language, leaves definite impressions.” 
Whether or not we have, in these verses, realized the 
principles here stated, we will leave others to judge. 


As to the contents, the title gives the clue. There 
are poems of nature, in its various phases, and poems 
of sentiment and reflection, within the civic, social, pa- 
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triotic and religious spheres. We have also, now and 
then, presented the ordinary phases of every day life; 
for we believe that though this “life is real and earnest,” 
and though many, on the other hand, believe we should 
“hitch our wagon to a star” and soar in ethereal realms, 
it is nevertheless, the seemingly small and common- 
place things that make up the bulk of our experiences, 
and that, to a great extent, mold our character and 
shape our destiny. 


And now, with hearty good will, and with sincere 
appreciation of past favors, we send this volume forth 
to our friends, old and new, whose joys, like ours, are 
largely garnered from the “field and the fireside.” 
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PRELUDE 


The fields, the woods, the rivulets that run 

Through shady glens, or kissed by smiling sun, 

What magic power is theirs to fill the heart 

With sweet emotions, and to us impart 

Life’s choicest lessons! Ah, we say it, still: 

What friends—the fields, the woods, the rippling rill! 


The mountains, with their towering summits, high, 
The awe inspiring silence ; and the sigh, 

Disconsolate, from forest’s mystic shrines; 

The canyon’s awful deeps—Ah, who divines 

The meaning of it all? Nor rhythm, nor rhyme, 

Is able to transcribe their thought, sublime. 


The plains, where roamed the bison, free, at will, 
In early days; where freedom lingers, still, 

In winds, that meet no barriers, in their sweep, 
But all unhampered blow; where vigils keep 
The western stars, from skies of azure blue— 

Ah, plains, wind-swept, far-reaching, I love you! 


The fireside—Ah, sweet and hallowed place, 
Endeared by memories! To the human race 
More blest, or loved retreat, was never given, 
Where joys of earth, or, yet, the hopes of heaven, 
Came nearer to fulfillment, while we go 

As pilgrims and sojourners, here, below! 


The “field and fireside’—Ah, be those twain, 

The background of our song! And its refrain 

Shall purer be, and nobler, in so far 

It gives reflection, true, to joys that are, 

Within those spheres, God’s gift to human heart— 
Themes, worthy, of the poet’s noblest art! 


Near to Nature’s Heart 


The shadows of evening were falling, 
The sun had gone down in the West, 
The birds to their mates were calling, 
Inviting each other to rest. 


O’er the woods and the hills and the valleys 
There rested a calm, serene, 

As nature in peace reposes, 

O’er-watched by the Eye, Unseen. 


"T'was a scene, in its softened beauty, 
Its stillness and soothing peace, 
Such, as will always render 

A turbulent soul at ease. 


And such was my soul that evening, 
Troubled and ill at ease: 

The burdens of life, the sorrows, 
The cares and the toil, all these 


Had taken their toll, their measure, 
Of joy from my longing heart, 
And left it aching and restless, 

As for sorrows set apart. 


I had gone to the edge of the city, 
I had fled from its din and stress, 
Its chase for the filthy lucre, 
Its greed and its sordidness ; 


Its smoke, its qualm and oppression, 
Its stifling atmosphere, 

For body and soul and senses— 
From it all I had fled out here: 


To the meadows, open and airy, oa 
To the fields where the flowers grow, 

To refresh my soul for a moment, 
Some respite from care to know. 


As I reached at last the woodland, 

With its brook and sequestered glen, bv” 
A spirit of peace came o’er me; 

I had found my refuge then. 


Where in undisturbed communion 
With Nature and Nature’s God, 

I could rest my soul, secluded, v 
From the paths that men have trod. 


And I drank with a famishing relish, 
Deep daughts from the soothing balm, ~ 
Which nature, in all her fulness, 

Meets out to restore our calm. 


And with many a kind ministration 
Mother Nature was near to me, 
Driving the qualms from my bosom, 
Causing my pains to flee. 


Long I sat there, enchanted, 

Unwilling the charm to dispel, 

Till the shadows of evening were falling 
Over woodland and hill and dell. 


My eyes I chanced to lift upward, 
Through the canopy overhead, 

When, behold! through its leafy curtains, 
A heavenly light was shed. 


"Twas a star in the firmament o’er me, 
A lone star with a lustre bright, 

And it filled my heart with gladness, 
It lay hold of my soul with might. 
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For it brought unto me a message, 
Which I never shall forget: 

“What of sorrow and pain and anguish ? 
Why worry, and mourn, and fret? 


Though the world is sordid and sullen, 
Though our wishes are oft upset, 
God’s mercy still smiles above us, 
And our hopes are dead—not yet. 


Not yet is our faith all vanquished 
And hurled from its parapet; 

Our trust, our hopes, and our longings, 
Are vanquished amain—not yet. 


For God, in His grace and mercy, 
Looks down from His throne above, 
And to those, who trust Him ever, 
He will prove a God of love. 


Their sorrows He’ll bear and soften, 
Their joys He will multiply, 

Their hopes and their dearest longings, 
He will consummate, by and by.” 


Ah, thanks to thee, Token, Celestial, 
From the firmament far above, 

For the lesson Thou hast taught me, 
Thou “Star of Hope and Love!” 


And thanks to thee, Mother N ature, 
For thy tender, loving care, 
In giving new hope to the weary, 


Thus helping our burdens to bear! 


Yes, the shadows of evening were falling, 
The sun had gone down in the West, 

The birds to their mates were calling, 
Inviting each other to rest. 


When I wended my journey homeward, 
From my tryst near to Nature’s heart, 
Back to the noisy city, 

With its din of frenzied mart. 


But my heart was no longer frenzied ; 
In nature’s communion, blest, 

It had learnt a lesson, most precious: 
In fatth and in hope to rest. 


Passing On 


How we sing our songs of rapture, when we’re gay; 
When the fields are all abloom, in month of May; 
When the bees are in the clover, 

And the skies are blue all over, 

And the sunbeams o’er our pathway gently play! 


When the brook is laughing gayly at your feet, 

And you’re standing where the brook and river meet, 
And they blend their happy voices, 

How your heart within rejoices! 

And you trow your happiness is nigh complete. 


When you’re rocking in your boat upon the lake, 
And the fish, beneath its surface, are awake ; 

And they keep your cork a bobbing, 

And your heart within you throbbing, 

Then you’re where you love to be—ah, no mistake! 


When the sails of the “Opitsah” you have spread, 
With the winds a whistling through the masts o’erhead, 
And you ride the waves, so jolly, 

Do not call it risky folly! 

Nay, ’tis full and wholesome happiness, instead. 


When you’re lying prone upon the sandy shore, 
With your back with burning blisters covered over, 
And you feel your body baking, 

Do not claim that we are faking, 

When we say we love such pleasures more and more. 


Then we plunge, with ardent glee, into the deep, 
Where the creatures, all, aquatic, vigils keep; 

Or, upon the surface floating, 

Cannot keep from fairly gloating 

O’er the joys, from Nature’s bounties, that we reap. 


Thus we gambol, for a while, in Nature’s prime, 
Mid its many, many joys, that are sublime; 

And we’re happy in our station, 

When we have a month’s vacation, 

And we think: Oh, if *twere summer all the time! 


Ah, but spring and summer hurriedly go by, 
And we note their passing with a mournful sigh. 
Could not seasons, blithe, e’er linger! 

Why must time thus point its finger 

To the fact we’re passing onward, you and I? 


Ah, such is our lot, sojourning here below: 
“Passing on”—but whither, whither do we go? 

If by faith we get our bearing, 

Crown of Life we shall be wearing, 

When our seasons, all, are numbered—that we know. 


For we’re going to a land, where all is joy; 

All is happiness and peace, without alloy; 

There Eternal Spring will greet us, 

There loved ones, long lost, will meet us, 

There our tongues in songs, triumphant, we’ll employ. 


Unto the Hills 


In gorgeous hues again the hills are clad, _ 
And autumn’s dreamy haze is in the air. 

The grieving heart no longer can be sad, 

Nor burdened with the weary load of care. 


When bursts upon our vision, from the hills, 

A panorama, wondrous to behold, : 
The saddest heart with joyous rapture thrills, ~ 
And peace steals o’er us, such, as ne’er was told. 


Albeit, longings, with intensive power, 

Would crowd into our hearts and make them sigh 
For days, long past, when in the leafy bower, 

Or from the multicolored hillside, nigh, 


We drank, of autumn joys, a draught that fills 
Each boyish heart—nor knew of sorrow, then, 
But roamed, with carefree steps, the wooded hills, 
Exploring, too, in turn, each cove and glen. 


Those were the days! Ah, come they not again? 
My longing heart, be still, and let there be 
Surcease of all thy pining, which is vain, 

And sing a song of sweeter melody! 


What though the days of youth are past recall, 
With childish pleasures, and its hope, that thrills, 
And life has passed from summer into fall— 
There still remains the glory of the hills! 


Ah, the the hills, the hills, I lift mine eyes, 

Though dimmed with tears that would, intrusive, flow ; 
The Hills, Celestial, where no glory dies. 

And ransomed souls no sorrows ever know. 


The Magic Touch 


There are moments of joy in this earthly life, 
That come to the human heart; 

There are moments of peace in this world of strife, 
From its sordidness set apart. 

And, borne on the transports they give, we fly, 
Like a bird on the wing, away, 

From the cares and the toils that would multiply 
Thru the livelong, toilsome day. 


Can you guess what these rapturous transports be? 
By what magic touch they’re brought? 

What winged messenger brings to me 

The treasure my soul had sought? 

*Tis love that fashions the bleakest day, 

From its gloom into sunshine, grand! 

*Tis love that carries me far away 

By the touch of its magic hand! 


Far away to that haven of rest, 

From the cares that infest the day, 

Ah, when upon thy soothing breast 

My turbulent head I lay: 

Then has come to my soul that blissful joy, 
That peace, beyond words to tell; 

No sorrows, there, can my heart annoy, 

It is well, all is well, e’er well! 
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Meditation 


The hour of meditation, when we sit 

At rest in easy armchair, and there flit 
Fantastic shadows from the embers, low, 

And thoughts and fancies on a journey go 

To places, near and far, to linger there— 

What pleasures can with such an hour compare! 


Past, present, and the future things are brought 
Within our vision: Yes, the joys we sought 

In early youth; the pleasures, more matured ; 
The things, adverse, to which, long since, inured, 
By sad experience, we have grown—All these, 
Would fill that hour with pensive memories. 


The future, too, would rise within the pale 
Of comprehended things; Ah, yes, its veil 
Is thrust aside, in that most wondrous hour, 
When Meditation, aided by the power 

Of Faith, unclouds our vision, that we see 
What was, what is, and what ts, yet, to be. 


Ah, meditation, sweet thy blessings are! 

With thee we rest, we roam, we wander far, 

F’en through the aeons that make up this life— 
With thee protected from its din and strife, 

We lift our soul, aloft, in soaring flight, 

O’er land of shadows to the Realms of Light. 
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When the Evening Lamps Are Lighted 


When the evening lamps are lighted, 
And we gather round the hearth, 
And the noise of day is quieted, 

And night’s calm is o’er the earth; 
Then a happy hour we garner, 

From the cares that held the day, 
While the wife reads “Silas Marner”, 
And the children laugh and play. 


Through the day each had our burden, 
That must faithfully be borne, 

But we labored for the guerdon 

Of the task, begun at morn. 

For we know no joys are sweeter, 
Whomsoever is concerned, 

Nor bring compensation fleeter, 

Than the joys that are well earned. 


So the tasks of day, laborious, 

Were engrappled with a will, 

And the duties set. before us 

Each endeavored to fulfill: 

Florence, with her French and Latin 
Laboring at “McKinley High”, 

While Lucile, in early matin, 

Goes her sums to multiply. 


Fractions, e’en infinites’mal, 

At the Hodgen Grammar School— 
Eunice rues, with face so dismal, 
“Fractions” ’gainst the golden rule. 
Wifie always heaps the measure 

Of her household duties’ grind, 
While the dad, a “man of leisure”, 
Labors only with his mind. 
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So the hours of day are numbered, 
From the morn till set of sun, 
With their many cares encumbered, 
Till their weary course is run. 

But when evening lamps are lighted, 
In the study or the hall, 

And the family is united, 

Then the cares no longer pall. 


Then a happy hour we garner, 

In our little pleasant way, 

While the wife reads “Silas Marner”, 
And the children laugh and play. 
Or, if “Silas” has been finished, 
And no other book’s at hand, 

And the zest is undiminished, 
Mongst the children’s merry band— 


With them all we join in chorus, 
Till the old manse fairly rings, 
With our laughter and our stories, 
And the songs that Eunice sings, 
Kindergarten fashion, truly, 

Full of innocence and joy— 

Ah, makes dad wish he were newly 
But a kindergarten boy. 


But the youngsters grow aweary ; 
They have had their fill of mirth; 
“Qne and two and three O’Leary” 
Is played out—now for the berth! 
Silenced now is all commotion, 
See each folded, dimpled hand, 
Clasped in trusting, true devotion, 
*Ere they drift to slumberland. 
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Then the lighted lamps grow dimmer: 
All have sought the night’s repose, 

And the hearthstone throws a glimmer 
Over one who’s left to dose; 
Half awake, yet more than conscious, 
In his armchair lingering still, 
‘Thoughts and memories, most unctuous, 
Crowding in his soul to fill. 


Ah, the bliss of blessed springtime 

Of our lives, when hearts are young; 
*Ere our years have reached the incline, 
When our songs remain unsung! ~~ 
Could we but as children ever 
Laughing thru life’s journey go, 
Pleasures only, sorrows never, 

On our pathway learn to know: 


Pleasures that are never tainted 
With the coarser things of life, 
With it’s dross e’er unacquainted, 
Ne’er polluted with its strife! 
Heavenly Father, keep us ever 
Child-like in our faith and trust! 
Help us in our weak endeavor 
To be faithful, true and just! 


Till, at last, with Thee in glory 

We shall sing our songs, unsung, 

And shall tell our finished story, * 
With a purged and nobler tongue. 
Let us there, with Thee united, 
Ever rest in peace, we pray, 

Where no evening lamps are lighted, 
And no cares infest the day! 
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Untimely Frosts 


Dreary is the day, and cold, 
People close wrapped in the fold 
Of their great coats hurry by, 
Glancing at the murky sky, 
That looks threateningly down 
On the dismal, shivering town. 


Gloom increases, rain drops fall, 
Pattering gainst the old stone wall. 
Where the ivy climbs aloft 

To the belfry, from which oft 

Tones have pealed, through ages, long, 
Both their sad and merry song. 


Now the snow in flurries falls, 

And the robin sadly calls 

To his mate to seek retreat, 

*Ere they freeze their little feet. 

Spring had come, they thought, but lo! 
Bitter winds again do blow. 


Month of March, is that the way 
To employ thy final day: 

Chilling us and nature, sweet, 
With a blast of snow and sleet? 
Thou had promised soon to bring 
All the charms of budding spring. 


Such is life. How quickly wrought 
Havoc to the joys we thought 
Hovered within easy grasp! 

Which, ’ere to our hearts we clasp, 
From us ruthlessly are torn 

By the storms, unseen at morn. 
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Nipped, the budding hopes, how. soon! 
Morn’s fair promise dead ’ere noon! 
Dreary grows the day, and cold, 

Which at first was decked in gold. - 
And the sun will hide its face, 

While the storm sweeps on apace. 


Yet, truth faith and hope dies hard, 
K’en when light of day is barred 
From our vision. Still we cling, 
Like the buds, to hopes of spring. 
Ah, my soul, what prospects, bright! 
For “at eve’ there shall be light.” 


e & 
It Was But Yesterday 


It was but yesterday my path lay bathed in sunshine, 
And in the evening shone the “Star of Hope.” 

It was but yesterday no clouds hung o’er the skyline, 
No sorrows crossed my path, with which to cope. 


Today, alas, how changed the situation! 

No sun its glowing, warming light to shed, 
Dark is the night, unknown my destination, 
No starlit path, with hope buoyed up, I tread. 


Such is our sojourn here on earth—uncertain, 
“Out of the depths to Thee, O Lord, I ery, 

And when at last, as Thou wilt, falls life’s curtain, 
Lord, hear my voice, take me to Thee on high !” 
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Life’s Harvest Call 


From without there comes a rustle, 
Falling gently on the ear, 

Causéd by the endless bustle 

Of the leaves, now in the sere; 

And as breezes come a soughing, 
Thru the poplars, straight and tall, 
Then we know that summer’s going, 
By the autumn leaves that fall. 


Ah, alas, we hear their murmur, 
As the winds go whistling by; 
And their sorrow grips us firmer, 
As we think that they msut die; 
They whose glory made the season 
Of the summer rich for all— 
Does it not seem out of reason 
They should be the funeral pall, 


Of the summer’s life and beauty, 
Gladdest season of the year? 
What a melancholy duty 

For the leaves, now in the sere! 
And to think that from their airy 
Loftiness above our head, 

The unfeeling wind should carry 
Them to earth’s corroding bed! 


Yes, the autumn leaves are falling, 
Chilly winds are in the air, 

And the migrant bird is calling 

To his mate e’en to prepare 

For the passage, long and weary, 

To a distant, sunny clime, 

Where no days with cold are dreary, 
But ’tis summer all the time. 
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Now, indeed, are come the dreary, 
Melancholy autumn days, | Pos 
When our buoyant hope grows weary 
And, like autumn’s leaf, decays. | 
Yet, why should our courage falter; 
Why should sorrow grip our soul? ‘ 
Spring will all the sadness alter, 
And the grave is not our goal. 


E’en the autumn leaf that hurries 
To its winter’s slumber, sweet, 
Will, when snows have blown their flurries, 
Come our wondering eyes to meet, © 
Once again, in budding glory, 
From the branches of the trees, 
Telling us the wondrous story 

Of this life’s realities. 


Therefore, let us stay the sadness 

Of our melancholy soul, 

And let autumn days, with gladness, 
Speed our journey toward life’s goal; 
That when seasons, all, are numbered : 
Winter, Summer, Spring and Fall, 
We may joyous, unencumbered, 
Answer to life’s harvest call! 


eS 


*Neath the Moaning Pine 


He sat on the shore ’neath the moaning piue 
And gazed o’er the deep blue sea: 

Its heaving bosom, its windswept brine, 

And the sails in the distant lee, 

And he sighed as he gazed, and he sighed again, 
For sad of heart was he. 


“(Q) restless sea, with thy swelling tide, 
And thy winds that forever blow; 

Thy rolling billows and depths so wide, 
Thy vessels that come and go! 

Why heaving bosom? Why restless wave? 
Tell me! I want to know.” 


And from old ocean, with heaving breast, 
Came answer in lingering groan: 

“Seek’st thou, O friend, sweet peace and rest ? 
On earth it is never known. 

Restless billows and changing tides 

Is life itself—soon flown. 


Nothing is steadfast, nothing true, 

In this world of shifting sands. 

Nothing beneath the skies so blue 

Can you trust, save God’s commands. 

The whys and wherefores of this, my friend, 
He perfectly understands.” 


“A}] is vanity under the skies,” 

So reasoned the “wise old man.” 

Our hopes spring up, and again their lies 
But the wreckage of hope’s bright plan. 
Fickle, and failing, and faithless, too, 
All things, since the world began! 
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Faith, hope, and charity, these three, 
Greatest of virtues given, 

To make human life from sorrow free, 
They were sent direct from heaven. 
But human bosoms with sorrow still 
Are racked, and rent and riven. 


And love, that pearl of the greatest price, 
From the heavenly shore descended, 

How weak and faltering in human guise! 
How quickly its joys are ended! 

Fickle and failing and faithless, too, 

In human hearts, unmended. 


Therefore the moan of the spreading pine 
O’er thy head, my troubled friend. 
Thence, as the winds sweep o’er the brine, 
Old ocean its voice doth lend: 

Both, unto burdened humanity 

Their sympathy to send. 


And grief-laden man under moaning pine 
To this friendly lore gave ear, 

And within his heart a thought sublime 
Sprang up, to remove all fear: | 
“In storms of life, when all hope seems wrecked, 
One Friend is still ever near. = 


He speaketh in moaning pine to me, 
In the surging of the sea. 

I hear His voice, I know ’tis He, 
Who on storm-swept Galilee 

Bade winds abate, and tempests cease, 
All calm and serene to be. 
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And whenever storms sweep o’er my way, 
And troubles my soul would fill, 

Upon Him my burdens all I’ll lay; 

He will bear them with a will; 

Who to tempest and wind and wave did call. 
Commanding: ‘Peace! Be Still? ” 


eh 6hCCU 
When Things Look Dark 


Sometimes things seem but dark. 

No silver lining fringes the black cloud 

That lowers above us, threatening to swoop down 
And leave but wreck and ruin in its wake. 


Sometimes our little bark, 

That sailed so pleasantly away on morn’s calm sea 
*Ere midday seems engulfed in tempests, wild, 
And all seems more than lost that was at stake. 


Yet, did not all go down; 

Nor did we sink into the yawning pit. 

Hope buoyed us up, and fatth forsook us not, 
Until, storms past, there glowed the evening sky. 


Such were the days we’ve known, 

Since first we essayed forth life’s course to run: 
One moment storm and shadows, but the next, 
Behold, with light o’erspread life’s canopy! 


O, Thou that rulest wind and wave, 

And e’en doth mark the little sparrows’ fall! 

We, who are more than they, O, keep Thou us, 

Until, life’s tempests o’er, we see heaven’s 
morning break! 
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My Frozen Fount 


The cold, bleak winter days are here, 
With frost and sleet and snow. 

The blossoms, with their winning cheer, 
No longer round us grow. 


The flowers, long since withered, gone, 
Are sleeping neath the snow; 

We feel a shiver coming on, 

With the chilling blasts that blow. 


The brook that rippled at our feet, 
Where sunbeams, laughing, played, 
Down in the woodland’s loved retreat, 
In gambols now is stayed. 


In frozen bonds he’s lying, dead, 
With face so cold and still, 

O’er him I stand with bowéd head. 
While grief my soul doth fill. 


Once in the by-gone days of spring, 
When rising hopes were young, 
Upon the mossy bank I’d fling 
Myself, where trees o’er hung, 


And list to the brooklet’s merry song, 
And the birds and humming bees; 


While moments fled, until shadows, lon ae 


Lay dark from the murmuring trees: 


And I dreamed sweet dreams of a future ete 
When achievements, with peace and joy, 
Would crown my efforts, and make sublime 


The life of the grown up boy. 
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My heart with gladness bubbled o’er, 
Like the running, rippling mill, 
And so each day, like the day before, 
Brought its hope-inspired thrill. 


Ah, yes, *twas sweet, but I little knew, 
In those days of long ago, 

What things, adverse, would fore’er undo 
The hopes that I cherished so; 


What summer’s sun with its scorching drought, 
Or winter’s chilling blast, 

With cruel vengeance would dry out, 

Or in frozen bonds would cast 


Hope’s rising, running, rippling rill, 
In my bosom, young and bold, 

Till, ahead of time, it lieth still, 
Frozen, and dead and cold. 


Yet, shall my heart to fates, adverse, 

Bid defiance, brave and strong, 

The woodland brook shall again rehearse, 
In the spring, his merry song; 


The birds will sing, and the bees will hum, 
And the flowers blossom, fair, 

Down in the woodland, when has come 
The spring, with its balmy air. 


And in that “Woodland,” the Paradise, 
Where Eternal Spring doth bloom, 
My fettered hopes shall again arise, 
And joy shall transplant the gloom. 


Then shall gush forth my frozen fount 

Of music and hope and love, 

When the time has come when my soul shall mount 
To its shrine in the Home above. 
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A Friend, Returned 


We all rejoice, with happy hearts, 

When friends, whom we have known, 
From journeys far, from foreign parts, 
Return unto their own: 

To favored haunts, where they have spent 
Full many a happy day, 

In perfect peace, and were content, 
Before they went away. 


One friend I knew, the season, past, 

I loved to have him near; 

For, shone the sun, or e’en o’ercast 
The sky, he filled with cheer 

Each heart that listened to his song— 
A constant jubilee— 

Which, with a will, he did prolong, 

In rapturous melody. 


*Twas to the winged songsters, rare, 
This friend of mine belonged ; 

And when his notes, so full and fair, 
Arose—ah, then there thronged 

Into my heart a multitude 

Of thoughts and visions, true, 

That gave me hope and fortitude, 
And did my faith renew. 


Thus, swaying gently to the breeze 

In lofty freedom, he 

Poured forth his song, which did release 
My soul from tyranny, 

Of toilsome cares, of sore distress, 

Of earthly visions, vain, 

And gave me joy, yes, nothing less, 
And gave me peace again. 
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Ah, dearly I did love to hear 

That songster thus discourse ! 

But in the falling of the year, 

"Twas lost, that grand resource 

Of pleasure, keen; of joys, sublime— 
My friend had taken wing— 

Down in a Southern, sunny clime, 
His melodies to sing. 


And so, from day to weary day, 

I sought, but sought in vain, 

To sing a song, to write a lay, 

That folks would not disdain. 

But all my efforts came to naught ; 
My ardent spirits fell; 

My heart with sad misgiving frought, 
Which nothing seemed to quell. 


Now he’s returned, this singer, grand, 
I hear his notes full well. 

Back from his trip to Sunnyland, 

He weaves o’er me a spell. 

He sways again upon the limb, 

He warbles forth his lay— 

A suppliant I turn to him, 

And this is what I pray: 


Teach even me, thou faithful friend, 
The secret of thy joy! 

Train even me my voice to lend, 

My melody employ; 

To sing His praise, thy God and mine, 
Whose love doth never die; 

To wing my flight, with power, divine, 
To freedom’s home on high! 


bo 
or 


Teach Us, O Spring! 


Spring, with thy balmy and sweet-scented air, 
Come with thy fragrance, thou season, most fair! 
Flowers that are budding, and birds on the wing, 
Brooks that are rippling—in chorus they sing 
Unto their Maker, Jehovah above, 

Melodies, wondrous, of praise and of love. 


Nature is clad in a glorious dress, 

God’s love expressing; and is that love less 
When on His children, on you and on me, 
It is bestowed? Ah, behold, friend, and see: 
Lilies a blooming, as fair as the day— 

Are we forgot? Are not we more than they? 


Yes, may the Spring, with its wonderful charms, 
Teach us God’s love! In His infinite arms 

He will enfold you, protect you, and give 
Bounteous gifts, as in faith you will live. 

Teach us this lesson, and joy to us bring, 
Wonderful season, most beautiful Spring! 


&) &) 
The Joys That I Forsook 


The sun is blazing in the sky 

Its scorching rays beat down 

Upon the hot brick buildings, nigh, 
And pavements of the town. 


The heat waves come a surging on, 

With unrelenting force, 

While heat stored up, though sun is gone, 
At night, makes matters worse. 
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We swelter, and day’s toil we bear, 
With resolution grim ; 

Then toss on heated pallet, where 
The chance of sleep is slim. 


And so from morn till restless eve 
We fret and fuss and fume— 

Yet, that is “life,’ we make believe; 
Contentment we assume. 


O, city life, great is thy fame! 

I’ve heard thee much extolled— 
And yet, for all, and just the same, 
Give me the days of old! 


The country let me once more see— 
God’s handiwork, so grand! 

There, mid its cooling shades, to be, 
And by it’s brooks to stand | 


A carefree, barefoot boy, once more, 
With pole and line in hand, 

And nature’s joys, which we adore, 
All there, at my command! 


Lord, bring me back to days gone by, 
Far from the city’s grind! 

It’s sky-scrapers, a towering high, 

I’d gladly leave behind, 


For templed hills, with leafy bower, 
And field and meadow-brook— 

God, bring me back, by grace or power, 
To joys that I forsook ! 
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“Creve Coeur” 
(The Broken Heart) 


He sailed away o’er the calm blue sea; 
Scarce ripple there was in sight. 

His heart was happy, his fancy free; 

He sailed by the fading light 

Of the setting sun and the evening glow; 
On the morrow he hoped to be 

In the distant haven, his fate to know, 
From the lips of Marian Lee. 


But the night grew dark, and the tempests, wild, 
Bore down on the sailor, brave. 

O how brief the time to be reconciled 

In the deep to find his grave; 

Having sailed away in the twilight glow, 

On a calm and peaceful sea, 

His happy fortune of love to know 

From the lips of Marian Lee! 


At morn, from the rockbound, rugged shore, 
A maiden with flaxen hair 

Gazed out o’er the deep, now calm once more, 
But alas! no ship was there. 

A broken mast, with its shattered sail, 

Was, only, what she could see, 

And the dying wind carried off the wail 
From the lips of Marian Lee. 


Full many a year has come and gone, 

And many a sun has set, 

Since the awful night when that sailor, lone, 
By an angry fate was met; 

And still, with the moan of a hapless sail, 

On that same illfated sea, 

Can be heard, heartrending, the distant wail 
From the lips of Marian Lee. 
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The Deaconess 
(Angel of Mercy) 


Once more a year has made its round, 

Since last was honored day when thou wert born. 
In useful service thou hast e’er been found, 
Rendering kindness to the sad, forlorn. 

The suffering, waiting for life’s weary end, 

Have found in thee a comforter and friend. 


Alleviating suffering, thou hast gone 

From pallet unto pallet, with a smile, 

Forgetting self, to others thou wert prone 

To bring a ray of joy and hope the while. 

As flickered out their day in peaceful rest 

Their last look spoke their thanks and called thee blest. 


And to the living, who with sorrow oft, 

Are burdened more than they can seem to bear, 
Thy comfort comes, in accents, kind and soft; 
For them doth flow thy sympathizing tear. 

In loving service thou hast stood the test, 
Therefore, in loving service thou art blest. 


So, as the years their current courses run, 

And seasons come and go with time’s swift flight, 
Thy noble service, deeds of love, well done, 

Have filled the hearts of many with delight. 
And ever and anon, from year to year, 

More beautiful thou growest and more dear. 
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In Memoriam 
Carl Joseph Segerhammar, Jr. 


February 24, 1918—April 23, 1915. 


A little ray of sunshine, ah, how bright, 
That filled our home with light and joy, suprem 
A little flower that blossomed, ah, how fair, — 
With fragrance ever pure, and fresh and sweet- 
And art thou gone so soon from out our midst? 
Is the light fled, and done thy little day? ee 
Is the flower withered, e’en before half-blown? 
The clear, sweet voice, that here within these walls 
Once rang with songs and laughter, pure as day— 
Is that voice hushed, and broke the silver chords 


In vain we listen; all it still, so still, 
There is no answer as there used to be, 
When we were wont to call thee to come near. 
The patter of thy footsteps, sounds so sweet, __ 
Within these halls will nevermore be heard. 


Yes, thour’t removed, from earthly scenes removec ss 
To where no shadows e’er obscure the li bee 
No hand of death e’er blights the flowers that gn 
Beside the waters of that Living Stream, 
Which floweth, clear as crystal, from God’s Thron 


Yes, thou art gone before—soon we'll embark _ 
Upon our voyage o’er the unknown sea, : 
That lieth cold and sullen, dark and drear, 
Betwixt our present and eternal home. _ oe 
Soon we’ll embark—It cannot be too soon! 


And, O, the joy, to know thour’t gone before, 
To lead the way! We tried to lead thee here, 
And now, thou leadest us. Aye, be itso! 
A little child shall lead them—Lead thou on! 
We'll follow thee. ass 
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Hopes Deferred 


Our hopes rose high when March, all unawares, 
Threw off the cloak of frost and snow and gave 
Us balmy days, with sunshine grand. The cares 
Of winter laid aside; and from their grave 

We looked to see the flowérs soon arise. 

With joy we hailed the clear and azure skies. 


But, ah, our hopes were blighted! April showers 
Came on, apace, and darkly lowered the sky. 

The shooting buds of trees and shrubs and flowers 
Were nipped, alas; and, likewise, you and I, 
With melancholy thoughts, were left to rue 

Our hopes, deferred, while wintry winds still blew. 


For April showers soon with a vengeance turned 
To sleet and snow, which long, by stern command 
Of winter, had held life enslaved, and spurned 
Our longing for the days, more bright and bland. 
In thinking Spring had come, we sadly erred. 
We stand, now, you and I, with hopes, deferred. 


Ah, such is life! What promises there seem 
Ever to rise before us, just ahead! 

We hurry toward them, as they brightly gleam, 
But when we think to grasp them, they are—dead. 
When shall our hopes, deferred, be facts, attained ? 
When Life Immortal you and I have gained. 


& 6 

Spring 
Gone is winter with ice and snow, 
And the chilly blasts that forever blow. 


We bid farewell to its days so drear, 
For spring is here. 
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Long did we wait for the happy time, 
When spring would come with a warmer clime, 
With scented air and a sky so clear— 
Now spring is here. 


Our heart rejoices, all nature’s glad, 

Of all her creatures there’s no one sad; 
For new life and impulse in all appear, 
When spring draws near. 


The rivulets leap with a merry bound, 
Filling the woods with a joyous sound. 
Fettered by “Bére” they'll be no more, 
For winter’s o’er. | 


The fields are speckled with colors bright, 
For the flowers are here, giving man delight 
With their radiant beauty, their fragrance r 
Spring, thou art fair! | 


The birds are flitting from bough to bough, — 
With a merry song—What thinkest thou, __ 
My friend? Hast thou aught of which to sing 
In happy spring ? Te 
When nature’s astir with new life and joy, 
Expressing her pleasure without alloy ae 
Tn language so powerful, you can’t refute— _ 
Shall man be mute? a Oe 


No, let him sing of the blessings given 

By nature’s God who dwells in heaven! 
From whom all blessings forever flow 

To us below. : 

By whose rich grace when our life is oer, - 
And we stand at last on the other shore, 
The unfolded portals to us will bring | 
Eternal spring. : ; 
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Flowers of Spring 


Under the covers imbedded deep 

In earth’s cold, dreary prison, 

From out their weary wintry sleep 
The flowers of spring have risen, 
Telling to those, who in shadows grope, 
Of rekindled life and a new-born hope. 


Arrayed in colors of every hue 

That can please the eye in beholding; 
Fresh with the kiss of the morning dew, 
As their portals are unfolding, 

They give us a vision most wondrous fair, 
Beyond our ability to compare. 


Vainly we seek for the words we need 
To describe the vision before us, 

But for a grateful heart we plead, 
And for grace to join in the chorus: 
With nature to clap our hands and sing 
Our praises to nature’s God and King. 


Who causes the flowers, so fresh and fair, 
With colors of beauty streaming, 

To spring from the earth, the dark prison there, 
With new life and new hope abeaming, 
Directing our soul, in a lofty flight, 

To the heavenly land of our pure delight. 


Where wintry winds and hoary frost, 
Their mark of death impressing, 
Are never known; no beauty lost, 
But ever new, refreshing, 

The flowers grow, the hopes arise 
In God’s eternal Paradise. 
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The Woods Are Calling 


The woods are calling; 
The meadows, far, 
Where blooming daisies 
And clovers are; 


The sunlit summits, 
The shady dell, 
With mighty power 
My soul impel. 


The spring that bubbled 
Beneath the hill, 

And slipped away 

In a rippling rill, 


Was laughing gayly; 
I knew his voice, 
For often made he 
My heart rejoice. 


The old rail fence, 

Where the hawthorne grows, 
And the sumac trail, 

Where I sought repose 


In the evening twilight, 
And lingered still, 

Till the plaintive notes 
Of the Whippoorwill, 


From nearby forest, 
The tale did tell: 
How lofty summits, 
And gloomy dell, 


And joys and sorrows; 
All, lie in wait 

For life’s sojourners— 
And soon, or late, 
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The joyous raptures, 
The cups of woe, 
Shall find our steps, 
As through life we go. 


Yet, joys are many, 
And sorrows few, 

If our fatth be strong, 
And our hearts be true. 


And now that summer 
Has come, once more, 
My thoughts go back 
To the days of yore: 


To wooded hillside, 
And golden sky, 
And stars that shone 
From its canopy, 


When eve had come, 
And from mossy slope, 
I viewed it all, 

Full of joy and hope; 


And saw the visions, 
And dreamed the dreams, 
Mid golden sunsets 

And starry gleams. 


Though time is passing, 
And years go by, 

I sti shall look 

For the golden sky. 


The star of hope 

Shall my footsteps guide, 
H’en now, as ever, 
Whate’er betide. 
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Vacation Joys 


Yes, the’re off for their vacation, 
With a chuckle and a grin, © 

With the toil, and its vexation, 

Left behind—now joys begin! 


On the ripples of the waters 

They will float, with joy, supreme, 
But at night, in stuffy quarters, 
The mosquitos spoil their dream. 


In the woods they’ll hunt for berries, 
And at eve they'll spread their fare 
On the bank, while daylight tarries, 
Though the sun has lost its glare. 


But the beetles of the forest: 
Crickets, ants, and gnats, galore, 
Will “sit in” and share in chorus 
The choice banquet on the shore. — 


Through the glades and mountain passes 
They will take an auto spin, ee 
These vacation lads and lasses, 
Their young hearts aglow within. 


But, alas! a flattened tire, 

Just where sun rays hotly burn! 
And the roadside dust is higher 
Than at any other turn! 


And right there the inspiration, V5 
In a moment, is transformed, ee 
Into toil and perspiration, ae 
While, to boot, you are informed: 


“Gas is gone! and nearest oil shed 
Just a mile from here’—alack! 
If before we ever started 

We’d had wisdom to turn back! 


Yes, one day they go a fishing, 
All undaunted by their luck, 
Every one of them a wishing 
Great reward for skill and pluck. 


But the best the waters yielded 

Was a turtle and a crab, 

While the hook that each one wielded 
Gave them many a cruel stab. 


And the sun beams, fiercely beating, 
Made their faces fairly sore, 

Until hastily retreating, 

Each avowed: “No! Never more! !” 


Ah, now, don’t get agitated ! 
Still, vacation has its joys; 

And when all is fairly stated, 
Time, ne’er better, man employs, 


Then a week, or two, to linger, 
From the toils and cares afar, 
Near to nature, where God’s finger 
Fashions beauties, rare, that are 


Never found within the walléd 
Cities, built by hand of man. 
Let your time of rest be calléd 
Blest, and next year—go again! 
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As We Pass Along 


How quickly the days and the yoats go | 
Borne swift on the wings of time, u 
Too fleet to list to the melody, 

Or to gather the thoughts, sublime, 
Of life, which its Author in mercy meant 
Should lighten our weary load, i 
As we pass along on our way, transient, 
To our final and blest abode. 


O, could we but halt the rushing speed, — 
With which we are borne along, 

While time were giv’n for a noble deed, 
Or to warble a worthy song! ; 
How much our living would mean to us, 
For others how much we’d do, 
If with more thought and more earnestn 
Our pilgrimage we’d pursue! | 


But madly we rush, with e’er quickened pace, | 
Like a hare by the hound pursued ; ae 
Like one who is running a breathless race, 
With one impulse and thought imbued: | 
To capture the prize, or again, if not, 
To die in the effort, brave— 

The prize, however, a phantom but, © 
And we it’s devoted slave. 


Honor and fame and the grasp of gold, 
And material pleasures, vain ; 

There, alas, in a word is told oe 
The prize that we seek to gain; Praia 
Chasing our phantom, from day to day, 
And from year to revolving year, Ray: 
Till our life is spent, and the price we pay 
Is the peace of our soul, so dear. 
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Thus, is the spirit of mortal, proud; 
The lord of creation he; 

The master, forsooth, he boasts so loud, 
Who rules his own destiny ; 

And scorns to listen to counsels true, 
From God or from fellow man, 

Till at last his folly he’s left to rue, 

At the end of the race he ran. 


O, why chase for the things of earth, 
Pushed on by a frenzied mind? 

Why not “live”, and some deeds of worth, 
As a heritage leave behind? 

For those, who follow, to spur them on 
To a nobler aim in life; 

For those, who linger, when we are gone, 
To ameliorate their strife. 


Then, as the days and the years go by, 
Come, meantime, good or ill, 

Let us so labor, you and I, 

With treasures our souls to fill; 

And gladden others, each passing day, 

Of life’s journey, brief or long, 

Till at last in the heavenly bourne we may 
Sing a new and a nobler song! 


eH & 
My Destiny 


When from these scenes I am far removed, 
Severed, afar, from the friends I loved, 


Will I be missed? Will from memory’s bower 
Those friends I loved ever pluck a flower? 


A forget-me-not, a rose or two, 
Fresh with the kiss of the morning dew, 
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In remembrance of one who fain would be 
A friend in the truest and best degree. — 


What will my fate hence forward be? 
Forgotten—Is that my destiny? 


No more will the Muses then inspire, __ 
On the weeping willows I’ll hang my lyre. ; 


be 
The Minor-Key — Let It Sound! 


My heart was sad and weary, for the day was dar 
drear, 
And I brooded in my chamber, where there seem 
ray of cheer, 2 
And the joy of life was ebbing, like the slow Te 
tide, 
And no single hope, or promise, fair, would a 
heart abide. 


[ fain would sing, and let my soul in melodies 
forth, . 
But each successive effort sinsinoa to say: It 
worth 
The time you spend, the thought ya give, your 
ures to rehearse— ss 
This age is all indiff’rent, and it’s ibaa te ever we ) 


To read a book of poems, or a story, ne’er 80 | a 
Is something for which folks, today, have 1 
mood. 


It taxes, too severely, their ‘ ‘gray matter,” : 
know! 139 


"Tis better, far, with mouth ajar, to besape a 


show. 
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That calls for no employment of your heart, or soul, 
or brain, 

But just to stare, and then to gape, and then to stare 

in. 

“But oh, it’s so provoking unto mirth—oh, how you 
laugh !” 

Yes, but your soul’s defrauded with the empty husks 
and chaff. 


It may be that no poets are abroad in times like thas, 

Who with exalted music fill your soul with ecstacies. 

“Mediocre and too commonplace are all the poets, now,” 

You say, and I would answer: “Tell me friend, O, tell 
me how” 


“They could reach the realms supernal, with the most 
exalted song, 

In the face of bald indiff’rence from the motley, care- 
less throng, 

Who ne’er can muster energy of soul, or mind, to read, 

But at the “show,” where lights are low, on empty 
husks do feed ?” 


Let but the public give an car, when bards attempt to 
sing, 

And soon their weary soul would find itself upon the 
wing, 

Like eagles mounting upwards to the airy, lofty height, 

Where “films” of earth, and earthly things, would not 
obscure their sight! 


“Q tempora! ©, mores!” as the ancient seer cried ; 

And did the times grow better, e’er that crier, wise, 
had died? 

I know not. But I know full well our present taste 
as bad; 

And so I strike the “minor-key,” with heavy heart, and 
sad. 
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My Harp Is Mute 


The evening hours are waning, soon the clock © 
From the adjacent steeple will dole out, 

With sounds, monotonous, its entire stock 

Of measured beats to tell the rounded route 

Of its grim iron indicators, two, a 
Has e’en been run, and finished is their flight, _ 
Which each successive morning they renew, 
To end, as e’er before, at dead of night. 


Ah, yes, soon with its doleful iron tongue 

The rhunic clock, with accents slow but sure, 
Will tell the dismal tale: “Again we’ve sung 
Day’s last discordant note, for which no cure 
There seems to be at midnight’s ghastly hour.” 
And since the day no harmony has brought, — 
Where will the Muse at midnight get the power — 
To give my longing soul the peace I’ve sought? _ 


As evening lamps were lighted in my “den”, 
I sought my troubled spirits to compose, 
And labored earnestly a while to ken 

If, ’ere upon my couch I cought repose, 
Aught in melodious verse I might put down, 
In measures true, in harmony and tone; 
Which as an effort, worthy, might be known— 
Alas, the elusive Muse said: “Can’t be done!” 


My thoughts to grating discords seemed to run; _ 
All out of harmony the fulsome stock ee 
Of my soul’s music, until one by one, ; 
From the adjacent, dismal, doleful CORK ice 
The rasping sounds doled out, with keen satire, 
Their baneful doom: “The time of song is gone, — 
And from the store of famed Prometheus’ fire _ 
For thee no spark is left, ah, no, not one.” | 
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Be it then so, thou friend I’ve wooed in vain, 
Fair Muse, whose favor in my buoyant youth 
I sought, with hopes elusive, e’er to gain. 

My melodies are discords now forsooth. 

Lend thyself now to yonder sounding clock; 
Its mournful music let thou o’er me surge; 
My earnest aspirations e’en to mock ;— 

Aye, be its direful notes their funeral dirge! 


Why should I strive my longing soul to fill 
With melodies; my broken lyre to tune? 
E’en the rejoicing, running, rippling rill 
In winter’s frigid bonds doth lie so soon. 
Why should poetic strains be my concern? 
Why train my talents in the art of song? 
No thanks, as recompense, my efforts earn, 
Poetic art to “lost arts’ now belong. 


An age matervalistic to the core, 

On mercenary pursuits ever bent; 

No time is left for “singing”, as of yore, 
To tune the heart to music, heaven sent. 
To gain the paltry shekels at the mart, 

Or brazen opulence, with ill-used power, 
Is more than e’en to cultivate the heart, 
And make one’s self of noble arts a dower. 


Or if the earthbound masses of today 

Should take a turn to music, for a change, 

The best of this their fancy we can say— 

Their notes, e’en as their thoughts, do earthward range ; 
The rasping, noisy sound of empty brass 

Is all they seem attunéd to enjoy; 

The soul-polluting, titillating “jazz”, 

Alone their wasted talents can employ. 
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In such an age, who cares for poetry: eo 
For the sublime in music or in art? 5 oe 
To heaven-born gifts a sorry travesty oe 
Are our corrupted tastes, the greater part. 2 
Who cares for nature’s fascinating charms, oe 
The soul-enrapturing music of the spheres? | 
Whose heart to elevating measures warms, 

Who will to songs inspired ope their ears ? 


E’en were a Homer now returned to us, 

Or Burns, or Milton, Scotch or English Bards, 

Or Greek or Roman, howsoe’er famous, os 
What from the public would be their awards? fs 
Or our own “Scalds”, America’s greatest men, eo 
Bryant, or Longfellow, or Holmes, or Poe; 

Today, if they should wield their clean-cut pen, a 
Than which no better we have learned to know— a 


Scarce audience would these masters now receive, 
Though they would sing their best, with tongues of 


“eld” ie 
Direct from heaven; no one could conceive eos 
How in the past the hearts of men were held a5, 
Enrapturd by the magic power of song, es 


By such inspired voices, thus outpoured— 
Today, their shortest lay would seem too long ae 
And men would listen now, but to be bored. ae 


Such is our own sadly perverted age, 

Which ne’er is lifted upward from the dust 

Of earthly things; nor e’er their souls engage 

In arts, ennobling, but pick off the crust 

Of life’s real treasures, leaving e’er behind 

The finest of the wheat, the noblest gems, eee 
Seeming at rest mere earthly clods to find, ee 
Scorning to seek life’s richest diadems. ee 
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Were I a “seer” of the days gone by, 

A bard immortal, with a heaven-born song ; 
Yet would I scarcely hazard, now to try 

With wingéd words of verse to move the throng. 
And since far lowlier is my measured lot, 

And ill engage the lyre or the lute, 

And higher realms of song to reach cannot 
Be mine—I hold my peace, my harp 1s mute. 


ee & 
Ne’ertheless, Toiling On! 


What rapturous music floats upon the air, 

From forest, dense, where scarce the eye of man 
Can penetrate, to find the recess, where 

The melodies gush forth ; nor eye may scan, 

To note the plumage of that songster, grand, 
That holds our souls enraptured, at command! 


Ah, little is the nightingale concerned 

Who sees him, as he fills the woods with song; 
Or whether praise and homage he has earned ; 
Nor can that stop, nor yet his art prolong. 
Unseen, he sings the sweetest of his lays 

All undisturbed who hears, or who may praise. 


Deep down, where human foot has never trod, 
In hidden canyon, in the desert, wild, 

Where none, scarce, but its Maker, nature’s God, 
Can note its beauty and its fragrance, mild, 

The sago-lily blooms, Ah, wondrous fair! 
Unmindful who may judge, or who compare. 


Ah, why should we, alone, of God’s great work, 
Be ruled, subservient, by the praise of man 
And e’en our best endeavors often shirk, 
Because of fear some may not think we can 
Perform the task? Nay, may we labor still, 
Our given function, nobly, to fulfill! 
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Having been appointed to represent Augustana C 
lege at the One Hundredth Anniversary of Lindenwo 
College, St. Charles, Mo., May 30, 1927, we penned t 
lines below, as a part of our official greeting. 


* * * 


The Lindenwood Centennial 


Ah, Lindenwood, thou noble bearer, bright, 

Of knowledge and of culture, and the light 
Of truth and faith and wisdom—Thee we give © 
Our love and praise and honor. May thou live — 
To see another century go by, ue 
While shines thy light, and wave thy banners hig! 


A century ago, today, there rose — es 
These wooded hills, while nature’s calm repose — 
Was left unbroken, save when rose the yell, 
On sunlit summit or in shady dell, 

Of savage life, the Redman’s battle ery, 
The march of human progress to defy. 


The “Father of Our Waters” wound its way, 
Through woods and lowlands—nor, from day to di 
Was much disturbed by those who sought to span 
Its flowing width, or those who dared to plan 
Beyond to go, to plant a garden, fair, mee 
Where human arts and culture fruits might bear 


But sturdy pioneers did go beyond; eee 
And nature’s rugged forces did respond =” 
E’en to their touch; and to their will gave way; 
And so—who would believe it—now, today, 
We see a “Lindenwood,” a garden, rare, — es 
Than which scarce ancient Eden was more fair. 


Here to the Muses builded they a shrine, 
And votaries have come, ah, superfine ; 

And arts have flourished—noble the results! 
A tribute to the wisdom and the cults 

Of those who planted here this Lindenwood, 
To all that’s true and beautiful and good. 


Now from my Alma Mater on the hill, 
O’erlooking Mississippi—If you will 

List to my song—lI will a greeting bring 
From Augustana, where the echoes ring 
Or Nordic song, and Nordic culture, too, 
Yes Augustana, Lindenwood, greets you! 


She towers aloft, beside the “Rocky Isle” ; 

And there, for sixty years, she has, meanwhile, 
Upheld the banners of enlightened truth, 

Of knowledge, culture, and of faith, forsooth: 
She stands today, firm, as she ever stood, 

And ’cross the waters greets fair Lindenwood. 


Yes, sister Colleges, from far and near, 

Hail thee today; and earnestly they peer 

Back through the years—a century, to see 

What toils and labors—triumphs there might be, 
By which you hold true learning’s torch on high, 
As months and years and—centuries go by. 


And so, today, unitedly we bring 

Our hearty greetings; and to thee we sing 

Our songs of praise. Continue! Carry on, 

In coming years, as through the years, now gone, 
What’s true, what’s noble, beautiful and good! 
All hail to thee! All hail, fair Lindenwood! 
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Chicago 


From fields and meadows, where the sunbeams p 
And kiss the blushing flowers, so wondrous fair; 
From leafy thickets, whence the roundelay 
Of feathered songsters flows, in tones so rare, ee 
The bards, inspired, draw their themes and sing: 
“Green fields, and running brooks,” and birds awi: 


Aye, such the themes that tune the human heart 
To songs of joy and praise, and lift the soul 
To higher realms, where free and far apart 
From grosser things, you visualize the goal, 
Where ne’er by cares and sorrows sore opprest, 
Man, crown of God’s creation, shall find rest. 


But here, where teeming millions beat their path 
In daily toil, mid dust, and smoke, and grime, 
And clang of steel—where, truly, no man hath - 
Unfettered freedom, nor the joy, sublime, 

To hear the music of the spheres, their psalm, 
In praise of God, with heart, serene and calm ro 


How will ye sing, ye bards? Where find a theme, 
That from your hearts might poesy evoke? _ 

How will ye rise to heights of joy, supreme, _ 
How tune your harps, here, mid the steel and smc 
Friend, say not so! Themes, worthy of our song, 
Are found here, mid Chicago’s teeming throng. — 


These millions, sons of sturdy, honest toil 
With brawn or brain—what ¢rue nobility ! 
Their honest labor, is it not the foil, 

*Gainst which we see the true mobility, 
Which lifts mankind aloft; exalts our race? 
Only by labor gain we that, which pays! 


For so the poet, once, has truly said: 

“Let us be up and doing with a will! 

And let the dead past bury e’en its dead, 
While we our calling nobly do fulfill, 

In honest toil!” “The noblest work of God— 
An honest man,” who paths of toil has trod. 


And “heights by great men reached, and by them kept, 
Where not attained,” you know, “by sudden flight,” 
“But they, while others slumbered, aye, and slept, 
Were toiling, toiling upward, through the night”— 
Ye toiling millions here, mid “smoke and steel,” 
Your right to true nobility is real! 


Therefore, to thee we lift our voice in song, 
Chicago, epic poem in thyself! 

Ye active, restless hurrying laboring throng, 

*Tis not, we trow, alone, for paltry pelf 

Ye labor; but achievements, great and grand, 

Mark here your footprints, by the wavebeat strand. 


So, while the fields and smiling meadows may 
Not be within our vision here, just now, 

We, ne’ertheless, tune up, and sing our lay— 
Our theme? Let it be this, the emc, how 
From fire, ruin, desolation, rose 

A gwant city—By what leaps it grows! 


Aye, here she stands, Chicago, where there meet 
The land and water—elemental parts 

Of mother earth—firm founded. At her feet, 
Michigan rolls its foaming waves, nor charts 

A limit to her growth; for now we see 

Chicago, where the great lake used to be. 


Continue, then, Chicago, thus to rise, 

From land and sea, an epic story, true! 

Build high thy bulwarks, towering toward the skies; 
But trust not, only, in the things we view 

With mortal eye! God rules. Give Him the praise! 
Thy glory, then, shall live, beyond thy days. 
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Sa ee er a 


O, You Miller! 


He stood in the din of the battle 
For ideals, righteous and true; 
While loud rose the noise and the rattle, 
Mid forces that sought to subdue 
The champion, who fought for a city 
Where morals of youth would be safe. 
They swore his defeat—’tis a pity 
Men under such measures should chafe! 


The smoke of the battle was lifted, 
And Miller seemed “hors de combat—” 
Bre the matter was thoroughly sifted— 
But “the man was a man for a’ that!” 
“The mills of the gods grind but slowly,” 
Tis said: “but they grind very fine;” 
And he, who was reckoned but lowly, 
With triumph, is back in the line. 


Nay, not in the line, let us venture, 
But foremost, the vict’ry to win: 
The one, whom they thought but to censure, 
Is coming, his rule to begin , 
As Mayor. Ah, yes, we believe it, 
For “truth crushed to earth,” it is said, 
“Shall rise up again”—we perceive it, 
As long as our language is read. 


And now, “Victor” Miller, 
Just give us a “Thriller” 
Of “vietry” for that which is right! 
Your administration— 
Be truth it’s persuasion ! 
It conquers more truly than might. 


So grind out your grist, O, you “Miller” ! 
“The finest of wheat” let us see! 

Just let these four years be a thriller, 
In the history of old St. Louie! 
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Welcome, Eddie Guest! 


We love to do him honor, and to give our very b 
To this distinguished visitor, our well beloved 
He greets us with a message of good cheer and ho 
that— 
Goes straight into our hearts, whene’er we rea 
“Democrat”. ia 


He sings a song that common folks, amid their di 
cares, 

Find wholesome and refreshing; and the pitfalls 
the snares 

Of this our life, he points out, too, that we may see 
know 

How to avoid the treacherous shoals, as on ei: 
we go. 


Ah yes, while a great Commoner, he lifts his 
high, 
With lofty thoughts and ideals, the which, wher 
and I 
Reflect upon, make us arise, from out our daily: 
With impulse new, desire keen, the nobler paths 1 


So here’s to our distinguished friend, our well be 
“Guest” | 

We open now our city’s gates and give to him our b 

And when our days seem dreary, and ’tis gloom 
all that— 

We take a thought, and read Guest’s lines in 
Globe Democrat. 


eB & & 


As to the “little boy” mistake of the Globe 
crat, the following: i 
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Truth Stranger Than Fiction 


This life is very real, and ’tis earnest, too, we know, 

As our great Poet Laureate proclaimed long years ago. 

But often it is passing strange, indeed, we tell you, ’tis, 

How in our best endeavors things will go, sometimes, 
amiss. 


But yesterday, we essayed forth, to say a word, or two, 

To a distinguished “Guest” of ours, to tell him how we 
view 

His noble lines, which we peruse, while with our friends 
we chat, 

And read his daily offerings in our own Globe Democrat. 


But someone got things twisted, and the meter all awry, 

Before it reached the printed page, where you could see, 
and I. 

The lines were curtatled, here and there, and then, again 
drawn out, 

Till scarcely any one could tell what it was all about. 


And in the “comments” we were called “a small aspiring 
lad”— 

Now, friends, that was a gross mistake, more funny, 
than ’twas sad! 

For truth will tell, this very day, that our “avotrdupois”’ 

Is pounds one hundred eighty—pretty hefty ’mong the 
“boys ! 


And years, it is for truth to tell, have gathered, more 
and more, ° 

Until we are not quite as “young”, as in the days of 
yore. 

But be that as it may, dear friends, we want our “Guest” 
to know 

That, young, or old, it matters not, we’re ready, on 
the go, 
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To do him honor, and to bring, e’en, ae our li 

Of hearty welcome, and to wish his days 
bright, oak 

And whether young, or whether old—no ai re 
from that— * 

We'll, ne’ertheless, enjoy Guest’s lines, in 
Democrat. 
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“Tabula Rasa” 
(An Empty Tablet) 


I took my pen 
And then began, 
One night, to write a ditty ; 
But, as I wrote, 

My “Muse grew loath, 
And said: “It is a pity 


To waste good ink! og 
I rather think at 
You are no worthy scholar. — ‘ 
To write a song, eae 
Or short, or long, 

I wager you a dollar 


’Tis beyond hope 
For you to cope Bee or, 
With such a supposition! 

Now take my word; : 
Don’t be absurd! : 
But here’s a proposition: 


Suppose su try, 

As days go 

A task that (a you better: 
B’en to plow corn; 

Not to adorn 

With fancied, winged letter, 
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The pages, neat, 

Of book, or sheet 

Of literary journal. 

*Tis all in vain! 

You can’t attain, 

With pen, the realms supernal. 


So better, far, 

Than to a star 

To hitch ambition’s chariot ; 
For you to plow, 

I do avow, 

Or wield the cowboy’s lariat! 


Now think this o’er, 

And waste no more 

Good ink! I’ve told the “causa”. 
Let tablet be 

Forever, see? 

By you “tabula rasa”! 


he & 
The Outing of the Lookout Committee 


To Forest Park the young folks went 
All on a summer’s even, 

The day in labor had been spent, 
The night to pleasure given. 

A winsome, happy lot were they, 
They came for pleasure and for play. 


The boys their prowess for to show 
Engaged the girls’ attention, 

In “hop-skip-jump” and “handspring,” too, 
They all earned “favored mention.” 

To Stockholm, no doubt, some will go 
Olympic heroes—don’t you know. 
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Now luncheon was the order next, 
And all did ample justice, 
Without a sign of a pretext 

Of deference for their “Custos.” 
The dainties, which the girls had beohigh 
With glutton eagerness were sought. — 


The luncheon o’er, all to the shore 
Repaired in great confusion. 

To get a boat in which to float,— 
Indeed, ’twas no illusion ! 

For there the lake lay smooth and bland 
To ride upon it—O how grand! © | 


Soon were they launched upon the sep, 
And, oh, the joy it yielded! 

Their light barks glided at the sweep 
Of oars so manly wielded. 

With song and mirth the time went ee 
“Too quickly,” heard we some one at it 


The moon shone down serene and calm ; 
Upon the group, delighted ; : 
It acted fairly as a balm 
To hearts whose hopes were bighted, 
The zephyrs played so gently, too, — 
Indeed, there was no chance to Tue. | 


But time has fled—“pull for the shore, 
The captain’s voice shige | 
“We cannot stay to listen more 
To what the waves are saying, 

But homeward bound we must be Frese 
Before the last car makes its — 


And so the outing forthwith ends, 
And likewise this our ditty, See 
But thanks are due to these our friends 
Of the Lookout Committee 
For pleasures pure and unallo 
By us so richly thus enjoyed. 
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Our Happy Hostess 


We’ve come as Ladies Aiders here this afternoon to 
meet 

In happy convocation, and our hostess, young, to greet. 

She has kindly bid us welcome, she has met us with a 
smile, 

And we’re happy and delighted—this is what we call 
worth while, 


To see our friend, Viola, in her cozy home, so fair, 

And the cheerful rays of sunshine, and the joy that 
dwelleth there; 

And to note her thrifty manners, as a housewtfe, good 
and kind, | 

As able and accomplished as you anywhere can find. 


But we shouldn’t say “Viola,” for she’s no “Muss” any 
more, 

But “Mrs.” Henry George, you know, yet charming, as 
before, 

Who rules her happy husband with the power of her 
smiles, : 

And all the heavy cares of life from his happy heart 
beguiles. 


So here’s to Miss Viola, nay, to “Mrs.” Henry George, 

Our best congratulations, in a measure—oh as large— 

As all our hearts together can contain; and now while 
here, 

We wish you all, God’s blessing, with abundant house- 
hold cheer! 
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To Rose 


Blessings of life that we value much 
Are friends that are tried and true, 
And all here present will say that such 

A friend we have found in you; 


Ready to serve with a kindly smile, 
Whatever the task may be, ae 
Such are the friends that are worth the 

And in you such a friend we see. — : 


And now, with this token, we pledge oi : 
Our friendship and do compose, a 5 
Our heart’s best wishes and thoughts, an 

We tender them all to—Rose. 


&) 
The Benefit Social 


The “W. Band WM. Be rato. 
Are entertaining—now can you guess ~ 
The nature of it, or when and where? 
We'll gladly tell you, if you’ll be there. 
But if you shirk it, alack, alas! 
You'll miss our Mission “Kaffe Kalas. ; 
Our purpose to help build the Women’s 

At “Augie” College; now please do com 
Thursday evening, November fifteen, — 
As good a time as you’ve ever seen 
We promise, with “torta” and “katie tar, 
And if you miss it, you’ll sure be “sor 

Program first, then the social hour, _ 
We'll do everything within our power 
To make you happy; yes, nothing less 

Will the “W. B. and Fa 87> 
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An Invitation 


The “G. A. As.” again will try 

An entertainment, bye and bye. 

They ask you kindly to be there, 
Abundantly their joys to share. 

And for the favor so to do, 

They ask of you a kindness, too: 

To bring some pennies, ah, yes, please! 
Tt will not make you ill at ease, 

But rather happy, we should say. 

Now come! Please do not say us nay! 
Some little “secrets,” we’ve no doubt, 
Will on that even be found out. 

It isn’t this, my friend: “how old?” 
That story has before been told. 

The secret you must now betray 

Is this, my friend: “What do you weigh?” 
And for each pound, avoirdupois, 
They ask of you—you have no choice 
But to comply and give consent— 

To pay a fraction of a cent. 

March twenty-fifth, the evening hour, 
Is when they give this “penny shower,” 
At the Gymnasium—Come! We pray! 
And let us see how much you weigh. 
If, for some cause, you cannot come, 
Don’t let your pennies stay at home! 
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Acceptance : 


“Your invitation is at hand | 
And here, you see, my friends, I stan ; 
Having accepted, I am here, iS 
Without excuse, and with no fear 
For any secrets you may try 
To ferret out, upon the sly. a 
You want to know how much I weigh ? 

And for each pound a cent to pay? — 
Is that, now, what you ask of me? © 
Why friends, I shall delighted be 

To please you, and to pay the price ~ 

For having such enormous size! 
And would you think it! This I’v 
That beaten I might be by none— 
I’ve fattened up, and gamed ten 
Since invitations went their rounds 
To this your social. Yes,my part 
I’ve tried to do with cheerful heart. J 
And now I wish you, one and all, 


Much joy, and also grand success. 
And may your shadow ne'er | : 
Prosperity abide with you! — a 
That is my wins sincere and arOR, 


ee 


Carry On! 


The Ladies’ Aid Society is all right and “O. K.”, 

That is a fact we all must own, and no one can gainsay. 

They’re on the job in rain or shine, all working with a 
will 

And when you think they’ve done their part—behold! 
they’re working still. 


And always glad and cheerful, they will meet you with 
a smile, 

Until you cannot help, my friend, to fall in line mean- 
while, 

To help in their endeavors, and to boost the thing along, 

And all runs smooth and easily; why, friend, it’s like a 
song ! 


Some time ago they sent the word: “a festival we'll try,” 

An e’en before we knew it, we’d enlisted, you and I. 

Two things they asked of us, you know, that seemed 
a little bold; 

The first was this: “How many years have you been 
growing old?” 


That was a question, now, my friend, to tell the honest 
truth, 

That some of us would rather keep e’en to ourselves 
forsooth. 

But out with it we must, and then, before we aught 
could say, 

Upon the spot a cent a year each of us had to pay. 


Again they sent the word along: “A social there will be,” 

And what you s’pose? They said they hoped to see both 
you and me! 

And did we go? I say we did! But, ah, we paid the 
price ! 

For our admission fee depended, then, upon our stzé. 
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The small ones got off easy, but the heavy-we 
me! . . 
It nearly broke our pocket books to pay the heay 
For this their scheme: “My honest friend, now ti 
what you weigh ; 
And when you’ve told us, penny a pound is what 
have to pay.” 


But though it almost “got our goat,” and with i 
coin, 
We thought it was well worth the while, and sai 
time we'll join 
In whatsoe’er they do, and try to do our eer b 
For somehow, now, it puts into our lives a little 


Came so the auction; and I’ll say that took | 
prise, 
To see what they had gathered, for we never ¢ 
mise a 
That such a stock and store of goods could & any 
found, oh ae 
Save in a big department store, from top Pow 
ground. 


Why, there were silks and calicos, and all else 
tween ; ie 

And ties and shirts and handkerchiefs and 
infantine ; i 

And phe and pillows, too, on which to E 
ea 


When toilsome day is over and the —— . 
said. iG 


And towels and scarfs and aprons, fine, and h 
boudoir, 
In piles, so high, you thought: “I'll say, een 
revoir” ! si 
“For if I stay a minute more, I’ll part with all 


I think the time has come for tr me doorwise to 
dash! a 
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And yet you stayed and lingered on; you could not 
thence depart, 

For all these fine, artistic things, did captivate your 
heart. 

And when it all was finished, and you balanced up the 
score, 

You said: “It stopped too quickly, for I want to buy 
still more.” 


And now, my friends, the Ladies’ Aid has left the best 
till last, 

And it is this: they undertake to break your hungry fast, 

With a great Thanksgiving dinner, such as you have 
never seen; 

*T will make you round and robust, and you'll never 
more be lean. 


With turkey and cranberries, and pumpkin pies, galore, 

They'll feed you, friend, until you'll say: “Genuch! I 
vant no more.” 

And, when it’s over, and you feel so happy and so bright, 

You'll say: “Ah, too much turkey, dats phat I call 
schust rite.” 


Yes, the Ladies’ Aid Society is all right and “O. K.” 

And when you think it o’er, you'll all agree to what I 
say. 

So here’s to all the Aiders! Never tire, carry on! 

And greater laurels you will win than those of days, 
by-gone. 
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The Missionary Society—The Hostess— 
and Her Birthday 


Friends, we’re gathered here together, 
in our old, accustomed way, 

For our missionary meeting, where we 
read and sing and pray, 

And discuss the many problems that 
confront us in our work, 

And to solve them, satisfactorily, that 
nothing we might shirk. 


And success has crowned our efforts; 
we can say: “E’en hitherto, 

The Lord has been our Helper,” in 
whate’er we’ve tried to do. 

So it is with joy we gather, for 
we know ’tis not in vain 

To labor for the Master, but ’twill 
bring to us great gain. 


And now, while I am speaking, 
I’ve another word to say. 

It may be ’tis a secret; but V’ll 
tell it, if I may. 

Sometimes we have a birthday, 
for the years go rolling by, 

And we cannot stop them, in their 
flight, however we may try. 


But sometimes years don’t mean 
a thing, as to our youthful looks; 
The alm’nac cheats, it has been said, 
so don’t go by the books! 

A pleasant smile, that ne’er wears off, 
and kindness, and good will, 
Doth counteract the flight of years, and 

you are youthful still. 
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Of whom, now, are we speaking? 
Who’s the birthday child today? 

Ah, that’s the secret, don’t you know— 
V’ll tell it, if I may— 

Our hostess, Mrs. Hambee, is 
today—I’ll hold my tongue: 

The years I will not mention; but 
she is today—quite young. 


As young, in spirit and in heart, and 
-e’en, I say, in looks, 

As twenty years ago, my friends, when 
first I saw the books 

Of this here congregation, with its 
record and its date 

For each and every one of us, both 
members and prelate. 


Yes, Mrs. Hambee is today, in looks 
and spirit young; 

And now, before I’ve finished, and 
before my song I’ve sung, 

I want to say for all these friends—as 
God above is love— 

May to you, e’en like the showers, 
blessings flow from heav’n above! 


eH & 
The Thanksgiving Festival 


We’ve met once more together, for 
Thanksgiving is at hand; 

There’s a festive spirit reigning through 
the length of our great land: 

And for mercies God has granted, and 
the bounties we enjoy, 

We are happy and contented, and our 
voices we employ. 
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To sing our praise and gratitude re 
Him, our Lord, above, ei 
And ask for grace to crown our feast 
with the spirit of true love. — 
He has said: “Love one yang nd 
to God and man be true!” — 
And to heed His loving counsel 
that is best, we think, don’t you! 


So let us sing together, and be 
joyful on this day, : 
And praise the Lord with heart an 
soul, and thank Him for each ray 
Of blessed light and sunshine, that _ 
dispelleth all the gloom; 
And for thoughts and deeds of kindness 
let there be both time and room | 


We have here tonight assembled to 
observe this festive day, 
In accordance with the custom, a1 
order that we may, _ fe 
As a people and a nation, honor : 
for mercies great, | 
And to show our love and honor to. 
the Church and to the State. % 


i ay en age ia mee Rete aaa te ATE EAE ae ae 


But in this our celebration there is 
yet another plan: Bn is 
To further local interests, and bis 
do whate’er we can, a 
That this church and congregation 
which we love to call our ¢ 
May prosper and grow stronge 
and become still better n 


And to give the opportunity, to 
whomsoever will, 

To meet with us in fellowship, and 
feel the joyous thrill 

Of a glad and hearty handshake, 
and a “Howdy, friend, how goes?” 

There’s a great deal in true fellowship, 
as everybody knows. 


And then we know, we women—in 
experience we’ve been schooled— 

That “mankind, in their wayward- 
ness, are far the better ruled, 

When we feed them, good and plenty, 
with the viands of our skill— 

Then they’re meek and they are 
humble, and will do whate’er we will. 


So we always crown our festivals 
with dinner, or a lunch, 

And the men, the blithesome “critters,” 
fall in line and “take a hunch,” 

And open up their pocketbooks, with 
silver filled and gold, 

And pour it in our coffers, yes, as 
much as they can hold. 


And so we raise the funds we need 
for every worthy cause ; 

And when you see the grand results, 
you join in the applause. 

We lay the floors with carpets, that 
our church may always be 

As neat and as inviting as you 
anywhere may see. 
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And when that’s done, we labor otill, 
with undiminished zeal, : 

To help our common treasury from 
woe e’en unto weal; 

That our conscientious trustess may 
have the wherewithal 3 

To pay the daily cost of things, both 
great things and the small. , 


So, friends, you see we’re “Aiders ? for 
we help where e’er we can, 

To carry on, and win success for 
every worthy plan. 

And we’re ready, and resourceful, 
and can do most anything— — 

E’en give a first class program— 
yes, we speak and play and - 


Ferenc cael omen A LS ean TO 


Just listen to the chorus, under 
Mrs. Hartel’s sway! is 
And harken, too, how some of us 
can classic music play! vi 
And Mrs. Charles Halline, so brave, © 
will mount the speaker’s: chat 
And give, like Daniel Webster, an 
oration, great and grand. 


And Mrs. C. A. Carlson plays the 13 
organ, like Guilmant, Agee 
And others sing their solos ina 
manner, just charmant! 
Yes, all are prima donnas, and 
past masters, in their line, | i 
While Mrs. N., the president, has 
charge, and does just ries 


And when the program’s finished, 
you will say: “Ah, that was great!” 
“And I’d gladly listen longer, though 
the hour is getting late.” 
Thank you for your kindly praises! 
We'll not keep you waiting long; 
But will tune our happy voices, 
soon, to sing the final song. 


Then we’ll bid you to be welcome 
at our tables, neatly spread, 
For we ne’er forget the maxim, that 
“to keep a man well fed, 
Is to keep him ever happy,” and 
congenial and polite, 
So he’ll not begrudge a favor, 
when we ask of him a mite. 


And now, my friends, we make our 
bow, and thank you, one and all, 

For your polite attention; and we 
issue, here, a call 

To whomsoever will, to join and 
boost our church along; 

And in the future you will sing 
a glad, triumphant song. 


Of victory, with church debt paid, 
and church a growing fast; 

“Ah, can it truly be,” you’ll say, “we’ve 
reached that goal, at last!” 

Ah, yes, and then we’ll thank the Lord, 
on each Thanksgiving day, 

Who gave us grace, and gave us will, 
our church debt, all to pay. 
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And, then, when labors all are ‘done, 
‘and we are called to go, 

We'll join the Church Triumphant, wi 
we'll never need to know : 

Of any toil, or any cares; where 
worries never come— 

For we’re at rest, e’en with the blest, 
in our Celestial Home. 


Es A 
The Burial of Mr. “Kan’t” — 


I care not what my lot might be, 
Of if I win the lot; 

If in this contest—one—two—three— 
I miss—or hit the spot. . 


But this I am a- “saying, friends, 
So listen and grow wise: 

Before this undertaking ends, 
There'll be a grand surprise. 


It isn’t who has won the lot, 
Or what the lot is worth; 

Or what he’s going to do, who got 
The lot, with so much earth—_ 


The thing that brings the real surpria 
To each and every one, 

And opens up our sleepy eyes, 
Is this—It could be done! 


For there is where the hitch arose, 
When this thing first began: > 

“Tt ‘kan’t’ be done!” said some, wl 
Who labor, said: “it can!” 


This fellow, “Kan’t,” what saan he 
What trouble he "does make! 
Would you succeed? “It cannot. be!” 
Says “Kan’t,” and there re 
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With fear and trembling, at his word, 
With strength and hope all gone. 

Ah, yes, it is, my friends, absurd, 
How at his feet we fawn! 


Success and vict’ry would be scant, 
In any thing we do, 

If we should heed this Mr. “Kan’t,” 
In aught that we pursue. 


We pondered long, yes, long, my friend, 
To see how we could win, 

The church debt agony to end; 
But how should we begin? 


Then Mrs. Nordberg kindly spoke: 
“A lot I hereby give.” 

Our interest all at once awoke— 
“A good plan, as I live!” 


At once we entered on the plan, 
With hopes a running high. 
But there the trouble all began; 

Some one heaved out a s-t-g-h. 


"Twas Mr. “Kan’t,” the wily cuss, 
Appearing on the scene, 

A stirring up an awful fuss, 
With s-t-g-h-s and g-r-o-a-n-s between. 


“Tt kan’t, it kan’t, it kan’t be done;” 
Sang Mr. “Kan’t” again. 

And soon it seemed full many a one 
Had joined in the refrain: 


“Tt kan’t, kan’t, kan’t; I say it kan’t 
Be done! I know it kan’t! 

Our vict’ry here will be but scant— 
We kan’t, we kant, we kart!” 
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Who is this wily customer, 

This Mr. “Kan’t”? Pray, tell! 
A negative philosopher, 

First name, Immanuel. 


But that first name was a mistake, — 
As we all know, full well, 7 
No harmony those two names make, ae 
“Kan’t” and Immanuel. Ls 


Immanuel means “God with us,” 
And that doth vic’try bring ; 
While “Kan’t” means but an awful f 

In doing any thing. 


Now history says that Kant is dead, — 
Died eighteen hundred four; __ 
Yet, there are those who claim, — 
He lives forever more. 


And when so oft they use his name— 
“Tt kan’t, kan’t, kan’t be done!” — 
One almost would believe the same, — 
And say: “Yes, ‘Kan’?’ has won.” 


But here is where we bring surprise | 
To each and every one, — : 

And open up our sleepy eyes— 
For this thing, CAN be done! 


And so we bury Mr. “Kan’t,”_ 
And with him our church ‘debt; : 

And in the meantime we will chant 
A victory song, you bet! 


And henceforth, when a task we try 
I hope, unto a man, 

We will not g-r-o-a-n, we will not. 
But shout: “We — We had 
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Deacon Jones on the “Mission Works Sassiety,” 
and Other Doin’s of the Wimmin Folks 


I want you all ter listen, friends, to what I hev ter say; 

Tis all about this meetin’ on this most auspicious day. 

You’ve come in goodly number, but it may be you’re in 
doubt 

As to the why and wherefore, and what all it is about. 

So the first remark I venture is about our wimmin folks, 

And their many works an’ doin’s, and, I tell you, ’tis 
no hoax, 

Nur no funny joke, nur nuthin’ of the kind—I tell you 
this— 

When they start the ball ter rollin’, they mean nuthin, 
friend, but bizz! 

Bizznes—yes sir, that’s the meanin, when they git ter 
fussin’ round, 

A talkin’? and a plannin’—and you know that they are 
bound 

Ter put the thing well over, and to make a grand success 

Of any thing they tackle—that’s their aim, and nuthin’ 
less. 


A year ago, today, my friend, some of these wimmin 
met, 

As if fer consultation, and ’twas serious, you bet. 

They had ter hev a leader, so they chose Miss Axelson. 

Their choice had not been better, had it been George 
Washington. 

It wasn’t fer to lead a host, in battle, ’gainst a foe, 

But through the deeds of Christian love ter save some 
souls from woe: 

The afflicted and benighted, those in bondage and in 

ain— 

Isn’t that our Christian duty? Surely, nuthin is more 
plain. 

“Therefore, sisters,” said Miss Axelson, “the time is 
well at hand 

For us to join our forces, and to have a mission Band ; 
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To labor for our mission fields, the old fields and the | 


new, 


And gather in the precious sheaves, where laborers are : | 


few.” 


And as we’ve once before remarked, again we offer this: _ 
When the wimmin git a’goin’ they mean nuthin’ else — 


but btzz. 


So the thing wuz consummated, when they all had had zs | 


their say, 


And this “Mission Works Sassiety” is one year old to- — 


day. 


Now the question soon enough arose how would they git — 


the cash, 


To carry on their mission works—perhaps they’d been 4 


too rash ? 


But don’t you worry, none, my friend, they didn’t lose : 


their wits— 


They simply gave a luncheon—and they charged us all y 


“two bits.” 


Nur wuz that all they did, by far, I am a tellin’ you; : 


’Tis funny how they hit upon all kinds of things ter do. 3 | 


They did, last fall, the queerest thing you ever did hear : 


tell: 


They organized a rummage sale—and say—how they : 


did sell 


Old shoes, an’ hats, an’ overcoats, an’ neckties, all — 


galore! 

And when you thought the thing wuz done, they wuz, 
still, sellin’ more! 

And when the thing wuz finished—you would ne’er be- 
heve the tale— 


One hundred fifteen dollars made on this their funny ; 


sale ! 
It all wuz too amazin, but I want ter tell you this: 


When the wimmin git ter goin’, they mean nuthin’ else _ 


but bizz/ 
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And ar I want ter say a word to all the men folks 
ere: 

I’ve been ponderin’, and thinkin’, an’ to me it seems 
most queer, 

If this “Mission Works Sassiety,” or any other thing, 

The wimmin are a doin’, and which always seems ter 
bring 

Success to their endeavors—shall forever and a day 

Put us men folks in the shadder—now speak up—what 
do you say? 

To me it seems ’tis up ter us ter show what we can do, 

And take a hunch, an buckle down, an’ git right bizzy 
too. 


The other day the wimmin of the “Aid Sassiety” 

Took up a task, enormous, just for pure variety: 

To raise three thousand dollars, the church debt ter 
wipe away— 

They did it, an’ ’twas neatly done—now, friend, what 
do you say? 


I’m gittin’ most oncomfortable just ter see this thing, 
How the wimmin are a doin’ things, an’ always seem 


ter bring 

Us men into the shadder — Let’s git out, an’ hustle 
round, 

Aw’ make things move, until there be a merry, hummin’ 
sound ; 

In the Brotherhood, fer instance, an’ in every other 
sphere, 

Where men should work, not leavin’ it, alone, to wifie 
dear, 

To bear the task, an’ labor fer God’s Kingdom here on 
earth— 


Let’s buckle down, aw’ do some things, an’ show what 
we are worth! 

And in the meantime we will take our hats off, every 
one, 
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To these our workin’ wimmin, an’ we'll say te 
well done! oe 
And before I end my story, I will, once more, ol] 
this: 
When all the wimmin’ git ter goin’, they mean 
else but bizz/ 


(Written for the anniversary festival of the We 1 
Missionary Society.) 
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Again the fields are frosty, and the fodder’s in 


shock, 

And the strutting barnyard gobbler is no more 
his flock ; 

Proud, as any lordly monarch, he had ig 
grew lax, ; 

Till the farmer came along one day, and got h | 
his axe. 

So the lord of all the feathered tribe, damianaes | 
down, 

For to grace the grand Thanksgiving feast, in ¢ 
and in town. , 


Yes, friends, old Father Time has sped the y Ww 
months away, 

Until, before we knew it, twas, ama 
day. ? 

And so we are assembled, as ’tis meet end righ 

That we should, with joy and gladness, to o 
festive day: ie 

To give thanks for all the bounties you 
today, 


Whether, or, we’ve eaten turkey; be that as it 1 
may! 
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So mn within these portals, let us all unite, with 
ove 

To give thanks and adoration to our God and Lord 
above, 

For His overflowing mercies, which are true and never 
fail, 

And His loving care that keeps us, though the powers 
of sin assail. 


And now the ladies of the church have wished a task 
on us: 

To give this festive program, and they thought—“just 
watch the fuss!” 

“For the men folks they are lordly, and they think that 
they are “it,” 

“But when it comes to doing things, they never make 
a hit!” 

Ah, is that so? Well, have your say! But wait and 
you will see— 

“He laugheth best, who laugheth last—” Ha, ha! Ho, 
ho! Hee, hee! 

The program has already, now progressed some little 


way 

And it will stand inspection, by the experts, any day! 
With chorus, solos and duets, we make the welkin rmg— 
Ah, is there any one who claims the men folks cannot 


sing? 

Nor is that all we have achieved—when speeches are 
required, 

We take the floor, and talk, “galore,” until you’re all 
inspired. 

And when the program all is done, and appetites are 
keen, 

We spread the cloth and give a feast that’s fit for any 
queen. 

So, ladies, have your little joke; we don’t begrudge your 
fun— 


But “he laughs best, who laugheth /ast,” when our fes- 
tival is done. 
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The Golden Wedding Anniversary of 
Mr. and Mrs. John Johansen 


Dear friends, we’ve met together for a good and worthy 
cause ; 

We’ve enlisted in the service, to uphold the righteous 
laws 

Of the God, Whom we believe in, and the God we love 
to serve: 

We will do His work with gladness; from His paths 
we'll never swerve. 


So these friends are here assembled to promote the 


Christian work 
That the Master of the Harvest has assigned, nor will 


we shirk. 

We will consecrate our talents, we will ask of Him to 
bless 

All our work and our endeavors, to His glory—nothing 
less. 


Now, today, there is a further purpose in our coming» ‘ 


here: 


‘Tis in honor of our leader, and to say a word of cheer — : 
Unto her, who in the service, year by year, has stood 


the test, 
In the footsteps of the Master, ever giving us her best. 


Now, this month—how time does vanish—fifty years 
ago, they say, 

These two people celebrated a most happy, happy day: 

Mr. Johansen, then youthful, carried home a blushing 
bride, 


And since then, with loving kindness, she has tarried 
at his side, 
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As a Martha, ever serving, with affection and good will, 

And in just the same true spirit, she is biding with 
him still, 

So they’ve climbed the hill together, till they’ve reached 
the eminence. 

Of success, and great achievements, and a place of 
prominence. 


With their many deeds of kindness, helping others to 
achieve, 

They have lived, and they have labored; and we verily 
believe 

They have found their greatest pleasure in the good, to 
others done; 

And the love of all their neighbors they have, therefore, 
truly won. 


So, dear friends, we are assembled, on this Golden 
Jubilee, 

Of their happy life, united, to congratulate, you see; 

And to wish them peace, contentment, in the days that 
he before, 

And of choicest of God’s blessings, an abundance, more 
and more. 
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The Blighted Romance 


“Improbe amor, quid non mortalia pectora cogis ?”—Virgil. 


Light of heart and happy was he, 

As a bird in the month of May. 

From trouble and sorrow his heart was free 
On that bright Thanksgiving day. 

To a maiden fair, whom his heart adored, 

He had sent with a token of love 

His message, true, from his heart outpoured, 
Like the incense from above. 


And the answer came on the whispering winds 
At night, when the day was done: 

“Ah, sweet indeed is the tie that binds, 

For in all the world there’s none 

To my heart more dear than thou, my friend, 
And this answer I give thee now: 

Thou’rt my own dear love unto the end; 
That truth with these words I vow.” 


Thus light of heart and happy was he, 

As a bird in the month of May. 

But alas! ©, can such things e’er be? 
There came with another day 

A burden of sorrow that smote his heart, 
And that chilled it to the core; 

The tie that binds, should it e’en now part 
For the hatred her new message bore? 


Falsehood and malice, the fiendish twins, 
From the dark Plutonian shore, 

Have done their work—and sorrow begins 
In the heart so light before. 

“He is a rogue,” sang the dire refrain, 
And the maiden believed the lie; 

Her answer came back: “I hate all men, 
And his heart I will leave to die. 
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“All men are fiends, naught but evil they do, 
Not one has a noble trait. 

Ah, yes, there was one I loved, ’tis true, 

But him now the more I hate. 

Not a word from me will he ever get, 

I have left him thus advised— 

Unless to remind, so he’ll ne’er forget, 
That he’s evermore despised.” 


So quoth the maiden in anger, sore, 

At the one she once had loved; 

But in his heart no malice he bore, 

Nor revenge his spirit moved; 

Though like a frost with its chilling blast, 
Blights the flowers, one and all, 

His fond hopes rudely were downcast, 

As her angry words did fall. 


But faith, hope, and charity, these three 
Abideth for evermore ; 

And in the future we all shall see 

Who is worthy to adore: 

The one who’s been tried in the hardest test 
Of friendship and love so true, 

Or the kid-gloved fellow, whose only bequest, 
The conceit of a sham “doodle doo.” 


And thus in the future, when days are done 
With their sorrows, toil, and woe, 

And our friends are gathered, one by one, 
Whither all mankind shall go; 

And she bends o’er his couch in farewell, ah, then, 
*Ere his soul has fled to the blest, 

Will her verdict still be: “I hate all men; 

I hated him till the last ?” 
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Halloween Party 
(At the Isolation Hospital.) * 


I’ve come from Sleepy Hollow, 
I want you all to follow 

Back to my own abode. 

Get ready for the ramble! 
And, while you all assemble, 
I’ll tell you here the mode 


Of travel, ’twill be easy, 

The night is rather breezy, 

So much the better thus. 

While common spooks like stillness— 
It cures them of their illness 

Of soul, and restlessness— 


We goblins, from St. Astor, 
On merry winds fly faster; 

So let’s away, away! 

The old black witch is waiting, 
No use in hesitating, 

Let’s go! What do you say? 


On broom-sticks she will carry 
You all to scenes so merry, 

*T will be a royal feast, 

Down in the town of Terry, 

On the Hudson, where the ferry 
Phes over to the east. 


There shaggy old Van Tassel, 
In the ruins of his castle, 
Will be the jolly host. 

His daughter, fair Katrina, 
Who owned a concertina 
Before she was a ghost, 


*) A Halloween party being given to the doctors and 
nurses at the Isolation Hospital, the author was asked to 
contribute to the program a comical poem, in harmony 
with the spirit of the evening. 
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Will be the bride, so comely, 

Of one who’s rather homely, 

As everybody owns. 

Her choice, perhaps, shell rue some; 
His name is rather gruesome, 

What do you think? “Brom Bones” ! 


Yes, he’ll be “lord and master”, 
While Ichabod, schoolmaster, 

His ancient rival, tall, 

Will play, with bagpipes, weary, 
His sad lament, so dreary, 
Through corridor and hall. 


But “Bones”, the lord and master, 
Is headless—what disaster 

Upon a wedding night! 

To lose one’s heart is surely 
Enough, the head, too, purely, 
An awful, awful plight! 


Here’s where I want your service, 
So don’t you now get nervous! 
We'll save Brom Bones, tho dead. 
You doctors, with your plaster, 
Will save him from disaster, 

By plastering on his head. 


Then will the feast be merry, 
Down in the town of Terry, 
Of Sleepy Hollow fame! 
You folks, from Isolation, 
Will save the situation, 
Rejoicing that you came. 


And then will flow the cider, 
From goblets wide, and wider, 
To gladden every heart. 

And you, my lads and lasses, 
Don’t drain too many glasses 
Before you thence depart! 
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The gossomer threads I’m stitching 
Will in a webb, bewitching, 
Ensnare each happy heart. 

And Cupid, little Fairy, 

Bids all be very wary 

Against his cunning dart! 


And now my story’s finished. 
I hope I’ve not diminished 
Your happiness, so keen; 
Nor brought sad desolation 
To you at “Isolation”, 

This happy Halloween! 


ne = 3) 
The Cliff of the Sunset Glow 


She stood on the cliff at the forest’s edge, 
With the river far below, 

To view from her perch on the lofty ledge 
The resplendent sunset glow. 

*Twas in Arkansas, where the cotton grows 
In the good old summer time, 

And the roses bloom ’neath December snows 
In that super-wondrous clime. 


A wonderful state is old Arkansas 

With its beauties of nature rare, 

Its mountains and woods, with their sassafras, 
And its fields of cotton so fair, 

Its balmy air and its sunny skies, 

And the zephyrs that gently blow; 

But the beauty grandest to human eyes 

Is the Arkansas sunset glow. 
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To view that glory and feast her eyes, 

She had strolled through the wooded glen 

Till she stood on the cliff *neath the open skies; 
There many a time she’d been, 

When day’s toils were done and from duty free 
She had sought, near to Nature’s heart, 

Respite from cares, and a while to be 

From the burdens of life apart. 


Behind her lay, partly hidden from view 
By the forest that intervened, 

Camp Pike, with its barracks, old and new, 
And a precious boon it seemed 

_ For a moment, with all its humdrum noise 
And the cares that forever grind, 

Which tend to lessen life’s higher joys, 

To leave it thus behind. 


Free as a bird in the air above, 

Or at home in his leafy bower, 

Where he sings to his mate sweet notes of love, 
Secure in that evening hour, 

- She stood on the cliff, where she’d stood before, 
As the zephyrs murmured low, 

To hear their songs and to learn their lore, 
While she looked at the sunset glow. 


A wondrous sight, far beyond the power 

Of human tongue to tell! 

The sunset charms, and the birdie’s bower 

Around her wove a spell; 

While the zephyrs played round her glowing cheeks, 
And whispered so sweet and low, 

To interpret to her, if that’s what she seeks, 

The charm of the sunset glow. 
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“Ah, speak, dear friends, *tis for what I yearn, 
You’ve befriended me oft before. 

Let me hear your songs, let me e’en now learn 
The import of your lore. 

Tell me all the whys and the wherefores, too, 
That this spot’s so dear to me; 

Why the sunset glow and the sky so blue 

Make me happy, as happy as can be!” 


And the zephyrs, ever a friend to those 

Whose hearts are fond and true, 

Did tell the secret, and now she knows, 

As indeed, before she knew; 

Though life’s cares and trials at times came near 
To dim that knowledge and blur 

In her heart the vision that was so dear, 

And brought happiness unto her. 


But now she knows, and will ever know, 

For the zephyrs have told the tale: 

Why the evening hour and the sunset glow 

In their beauty never fail 

To kindle her heart with a rapture new, 

Each time that she seeks this place— 

There’s a heart that glows, like the sun, so true, 
And will glow to the end of days. 


“As the sun each day never fails to shine, 
Though we sometimes can’t see its glow, 

So his heart,” said the zephyrs, “e’en into thine, 
Pours its steady, unceasing flow 

Of love, as warm and as rich and true 

As the sun in its mighty glow. 

That’s the why of this place and this hour to you; 
Now the secret, in full, you know. 
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“And should you still ask for reasons, more, 
Does it please you to linger yet 

On this theme, and to listen to our lore? 
There’s an hour that you’ll ne’er forget, 

When he sat by your side on a mountain slope 
Like this, in the evening hour, 

And your hearts o’erflowed with love and hope, 
As the bird’s in his leafy bower. 


“And the radiant glow of the sunset bright 
Lined the sky with gold, so fair, 

And your hearts united in love’s fond plight, 
As he said: ‘My love, see there; 

Tis a golden lining that binds our hearts 
With a bond as true as gold’— 

That bond still holds, and it never parts !”— 
Thus the tale of the zephyrs was told. 


And now as she goes, when her work is done, 
To the cliff at each sunset hour, 

It is to review them, one by one, 

Those hours that with wondrous power 
Come back to her with increasing force, 

And with joy to her heart so dear— 

Ah, yes, ’tis the richest, sweetest source 

Of happiness unto her: 


To renew, on that cliff of the sunset glow, 

With the zephyrs whispering near 

Their songs of love, so sweet and low, 

Those hours to her heart so dear— 

When he sat by her side on the mountain slope, 
With her hand clasped tight in his, 

And whispered sweet words of love and hope, 
That e’er fill her soul with bliss. 
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Marcella 


A beautiful princess, with face so fair, 
In a royal garden, mid roses, rare. 


What artist’s brush, or what poet’s pen, 
Could describe her beauty! And then, again, 


What loving kindness and gentle grace 
Beams forth amain from that lovely face! 


Nor art, nor nature, nor any sphere, 
Could produce thy equal, Marcella dear. 


= 6h 
Her Worth to Me 


Her worth to me, this friend of mine, 

To whom I now in this glad Christmastide 
Do bring a little gift of gold? 

Ah, if I could but tell! 

But it is so, it heth quite beyond 

My power of speech, by tongue or pen, 
Her value to express. 

In gold it can’t be measured, 


Words do fail; e’en “Dolly Varden” 

Ts at loss, with all her sweets, 

“Her’’ sweetness to express. 

What shall I say? A million sunbeams 
Concentrated into brilliancy? The fragrance 
Of the sweetest flower that blows? 

The essence, pure, of every thing that’s sweet? 
All this is but a faint expression 

Of her loveliness, my friend, 

The fairest of the fair. 


90 


Remember 


In faring far from your home away, 

Remember those who are left to stay 

Behind ; but who ever in their thoughts 

Go with you, and who love you lots— 
Remember them! 


In sailing o’er the rippling blue, 

Remember those whose hearts are true! 

They wish for you a safe return, 

And for your coming they will yearn— 
Remember them! 


eH HE & 


A Day of Cheer 


A birthday comes but once a year, 

And it should be a day of cheer. 

That yours will be so, one well knows, 
For good cheer in your household grows; 


Like flowers in the happy spring 

Come forth their fragrance rich to bring; 
So happiness, that flower rare, 

Grows in your home, so fresh and fair. 


And friends who meet within its sphere 
Would, oh so gladly, linger there; 

To feel the incense of pure joys, 

In words and songs of heart and voice. 


And now as birthday comes once more, 
This friend of you would thus implore: 
His kindly wishes to accept, 

And that in memory they be kept. 
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May all good things words can express 
Be yours this day, the day to bless! 
And ever, as the days go by, 

May all your blessings multiply! 


May all your paths with sunshine glow! 
Heaven’s richest blessings o’er you flow! 
Kindness and good will here do blend, 
To bring this message from a friend. 


 & fF 


Though Years May Gossip 
(Wifie’s Birthday) 


The moments fly and the years go by, 
With an awful swiftness, and oh, oh my, 
Before we know it we’re growing old, 
And our life’s history will soon be told. 
But should we worry? Ah no, ah nix! 
No cause for worry at thirty-six! 


Still young and buoyant, and fresh and fair, 
Tho years may gossip, what do we care! 

The alm’nac cheats, as the poet said, 

And you’ve grown younger as years have sped. 
Yes, time’s a liar, he is, for fair; 

So let him prattle, you’ve youth to spare. 


So here’s to Jennie, and Christine, too, 
On her happy birthday, that came anew, 
To tell the tale of the years gone by, 
And the many blessings that she and I 
Have enjoyed together, in weal and woe. 
May blessings, only, now overflow! 


And so we sing on this happy day, 

With mirth and gladness, a merry lay; 
Congratulating, and wishing, too, 

That joys be added, while sorrows few 
May cross your pathway. As years go by, 
May blessings, only, e’er multiply! 
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Sakes Alive! 


Sakes alive! 

Are you thirty-five ? 

One wouldn’t believe it, 
Nor ever conceive it! 

As young and spry 

As a butterfly 

You seem today, 

And so we’ll say: 

Years are deceptive, 

Joys are effective. 

As the days come and go, 
May your joys overflow, 
And blessing, unending, 
May the years keep a sending! 


= a 
Smiles 


I labored on this Labor Day, 

To see what I could do 

To cause that little wife of mine 
To show a smile or two. 

*Twas wifie’s birthday, and the gift 
I had forgot to buy— 

What awkward plight! What should I do? 
Ah me! Ah me! Oh my! 

But as I labored, thoughts came fast 
Into my troubled mind; 

My hand went down into my Jeans 
To see if I could find 

A “greenback”, “curer of all ills, 
And dispeller of all gloom”— 

I found it! And to wifie dear 

I gave it with a laugh, 

And now upon her face she wears 
The smile that won’t come off. 
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Northward, Ho! 


How time rolls on and speeds away, fleet as a bird 
awing ; 


While tasks, unnumbered, take their toll of energy, and 
bring 

Their daily portion of the toil, and care, and anxious 
thought, 

The sum and substance of which all, makes up our 
daily lot! 


Again the task before us lies to write a line, or two, 
Of verse, which as a “filler” in the Messenger might do. 
A month has gone, since last we wrote that sheet from 
A to Z; 
Recurring duty, still says: “Write !”— 
But, ah, what shall it be? 


Vacation time is now at hand; our thoughts do north- 
ward go, 

Where woods are calling, and the glens, where cooling 
streamlets flow. 

Old “Henrietta,” in her stall, is growing restless, too; 

She seems to scent the breezes from the country of the 
Soo. 


So, friends, our pen we soon will drop, to grasp the 
steering wheel, 

At thirty per, to hear the whir, resisting winds to feel. 

Yes, friends, in Northern, cooling woods, the coming 
month we'll pass, 

After a day or two, with might, we’ve “stepped upon 
the gass.” 


And so we go a touring, ’long the highway, number ag ee 


Through Illinois, with mounting joy, until, alas, once — 


more, 

We hit old Staunton, with no street that’s made for 
mortal man— 

Traverse that place, with smiling face— 
Show me the man who can! 
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But “Henrietta” rattles on—soon Springfield is in 
sight— 

We stop awhile, and there beguile some moments of de- 
light ; 

Where men of fame inscribed their name, for Freedom’s 
cause, sublime— 

We’re eal to stop at Springfield, yes, we’ll do so every 
ime. 


Again enroute, we ramble on, along the “C. & A.” 

Against the grade, where there’s no shade, ’tis hot, at 
noon of day. 

We’re now upon the prairies, not a tree within our 
sight ; 

But walls of corn the plains adorn; “King Corn” here 
rules with might. 


The City, Bloomington, we pass, where once our friend, 
A. x. 
Was wont to have his habitat—the city’s fair as day. 
Then on we roll through Lincoln, Dwight, and on to 
Kankakee ; 
Tis dusk—the beauties of that burg we cannot fairly 
see. 


Dusk sights will blur—yet, on we spur “Old Henry,” at 


a pace; 
The “Dixie Highway” now we reach—there runs a 
merry race: 
Belated tourists make amends; with grim resolve they 


cry ; 
“We'll make Chicago, ’ere we stop, or in the attempt 
we'll die!” 


We know not if they do, or not—at Steger we repose, 

Three hundred miles, and then some more, from where 
the river flows 

Beneath McKinley Bridge, we’ve come, in one day— 
that’s enough 

For “Henry Ford,” peasant or lord— 
My word—that is enough! 
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At four we rise—the dawning skies proclaim another day 
Of varied joys, and rattling noise, along the “Dune’s 
Highway”. 
“Old Lizzy” leaps! She’s game for keeps! 
Fair vistas meet the eye: 
St. Joseph, Benton Harbor and South Haven hurry by. 


Still on we go, nor very slow—now Holland heaves in 
sight, 

With Piaf Sh mills, its pine clad hills, and e’en it’s 
man of might, 

The “Man in Bear Skin,” whose brave deeds in saga 
has -been. told ; 

Aye, Holland, too, of “Furnace Fame,” when wintry 
days are cold. 


Grand Haven and Muskegon—there we rub our “Lizzy” 
down, | 

For the last lap of our journey, ’er we reach the White- 
hall town, 

Famed, and growing still more famous, as each year will 
follow each, 

With its “Michillinda” villa, “Idlewild” and “Sylvan 
Beach.” : 


There the erstwhile prophet, Dowie, sailed his “Galilean 
: Sea” ; 

There a soothing peace steals o’er you, as you anchor in 
the lee; 

There the perch and pike and pickerel nab your hook, 
een with a will— 

Cares of life there have a limit, and a voice speaks: 
“Peace be still!” 


Time has sped on fleeting pinions, some few days we 
linger yet; 

Then we'll grasp the wheel and travel to the land of 
“Pere Marquette.” 

Mid its cooling woods and waters, there the coming 
month we'll pass, 

When a day or two, with spirit, we have “stepped upon 
the gas.” 
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A Greeting 


Old “Henrietta,” true to form, did run a noble race, 

And, cutting short the record, brought us quickly to 
the place 

Where from the heat and toilsome care, down in good 
old “Mizzou,” 

We sought and found a refuge, and enjoyment, keen 
and true. 


You ask us how we’re faring? Why, good friends, ’tis 
simply grand! 

And, indeed, beyond comparing with all joys at your 
command : 

Lake and woods and winding driveways, through such 
vistas, that you trow: 

“Must have been for gods a dwelling, in past ages”— 
truly, now! 


Fish? ah, most accommodating, and most eager to be 
caught ; 

Keeps you on the jump, just baiting your old hook— 
nor yet for naught 

Do you throw your line—you catch them, by the dozen ; 
yes, all that: ‘ 

Perch and Sunfish, Bluegills, Suckers, aye, and now 
and then a “Cat.” 


Nor is Whitehall famed just only for its fishing, and 
the joys 

Nature offers, and the sailing, and the speedboats whirr- 
ing noise ; 

But the “milk of human kindness” floweth here, e’en as 
of old 

Canaan flowed with milk and honey, in the sacred story, 
told. 
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And its civic spirit, striving ever for the higher things, 

Worth the while, in life’s endeavor, and which true con- 
tentment brings. 

Folks of Whitehall, take this greeting from a friend 
who’s traveled far: : 

You have here the things, ideal, and a happy lot you are. — 


Ere we close, with kind decorum, we would say a word 
or two 

Of the good folks of the ““Forum”—we congratulate you, 
too: 

Snappy paper! up and doing, from the Chief, all “long 
the line; 

“In hoc signo vinces,” ever, e’en as once did Constan- 
tine. 


So we left our old Missouri “Show Me State,” and 
traveled north. 

And we’ve tarried here a fortnight, and, good friends, 
it was well worth 

All our time and all our effort—we’ve been “shown” a 
beauty spot, | 

Where the people live contented, ah, a truly happy lot! © 


Thus we told the folks of Whitehall, but in confidence 
to you 

We will say that we have truly, not gone back on old 
“Mizzou,” 

Where we’ve wrought, and where we’ve labored, and 
therein have grown “of age”— 

Twenty-one years in the service, makes, of history, a 
page. 


So when August has departed, and vacation time is o’er, 

We will turn old “Lizzy” southward, for Missouri—aye, 
oncemore. 

Though *tis hot within her borders, when the sun is 
pouring down— 

Old “Mizzou,” when all is reckoned, holds her own, for 
true reknown! 
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Wave to the Breeze Old Glory! 


Wave to the breeze Old Glory, 
Grandest flag of them all! 

O let us hear the story! 

Tell it to great and small: 
How to these shores, undaunted, 
From far across the sea, 
Pioneers came and planted 
Seeds of sweet Liberty. 


Came with a spirit, fearless; 
Came with a courage, bold; 
lacing the dangers, tearless, 
Pricing, ah more than gold, 
Rights that are sacred, holy, 
Meant for all men the same: 
Freedom for high and lowly, 
Sovereign, in freedom’s name. 


Here in the woods, primeval ; 
Here in the virgin soil; 
Pioneers, all, coeval, 

Wrought with unceasing toil. 
And like the lily, fragrant, 
E’en so the wilds, austere, 
Blossomed ; and forces, vagrant, 
Turned into useful sphere. 


Prairies where roamed the bison, 
Turned into fields of corn; 
Which, when the sun did rise on, 
Glittered in early morn; 
Waving aloft their banners, 

Like a victorius host. 

Yes, by these thrifty manners 
Found they their fortunes, lost. 
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Found he, the worthy yeoman, 
Treasures more priced than gold, 
What he would yield to no man: 
Freedom to have and hold; 
Freedom of heart and conscience, 
Freedom of sturdy mind, 
Brooking no foolish nonsense, 
Leaving all fears behind. 


Thus in the wilds he labored, 
Finding the “desert gold,” 
Yeoman, by fortune favored ; 
Yeoman, in courage bold. 
Building for coming ages, 
Empire great and grand; 
Building, as wise as sages, 
Not on the shifting sand; 


But on a firm foundation: 
Principles, adamant, 

Carrying sure persuasion ; 

Free from all foolish cant— 
And here she stands, our nation, 
Product of freemen, brave. 
Grand her exalted station: 
Freedom to guard and save! 


Wave to the breeze Old Glory, 
Emblem Red, White, and Blue! 
Tell them in song and story, 
Deeds of the brave and true! 
Loudly let ring, in chorus, 
Loyalty’s anthem, strong! 

Sing we, like those before us, 
Freedom’s exalted song! 
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Our Pledge 


(Written for the Amphion Male Chorus; to be sung to the 
melody of “Die Wacht am Rhein”.) 


America, all hail to thee, 

Thou noble land of Liberty! 

We hear, exalted, freedom’s call; 

We pledge to thee our life and all! 

Thou land where heroes fought and died, 
That peace and freedom might abide, 

Thy sacred rights to guard we firmly stand! 
Our love be thy reward, our Fatherland! 


With true and loyal hearts we raise 

Our voices, now, to sing thy praise: 

Let loudly ring sweet freedom’s song! 

“Let all who breathe the sound prolong !” 

And ever, as the ages roll, 

May loyal hearts thy name extol! 

And, to the breeze unfurled, thy banners wave; 
Teach truth to all the world, Land of the Brave! 


103 


Armistice Day, 1921 


Today, three years ago, the news was flashed, 

O’er land and sea the waiting world to tell 

That Mars, the god of war, no longer gnashed 

His teeth in fury, nor with powers, fell, 

The nations of the world he held enslaved ; 

Peace henceforth on their shield would be engraved. 
Mar’s gory yoke they had thrown off, and free, 
They stood, untrammeled now, with joy to draw 

A breath of peace and freedom, and to see 

Restoring love and brotherhood the law. 


“Arms are laid down!” So sped the tidings round 
On winged pinions over all the earth, 

And peoples’ weary, heard the joyful sound, 

Nor of loud jubiliation was there dearth. 

Hope’s waning, ebbing tide arose again, 

And swelled with newborn courage on amain. 

Now would the arts of peace yet fostered be, 

And restoration would transplant the waste. 
Their distant homes and firesides to see 

Each grim and warworn soldier would make haste. 


Three years have fled and in their course have brought 
Many a blessing of high valued worth ; 

Yet, that for which our noble heroes fought, 
Unchallenged and abiding peace on earth, 

Has not been wholly gained, we still aspire 

To see forever quenched war’s final fire ; 

Swords even into plowshares to be wrought, 

And spears to pruning hooks, that each man may, 
Beneath his figtree, calm pursue his thought 

Of peace for all, and plenty—Speed the day! 
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And now today, perhaps of all that’s been, 

The greatest day, for Freedom’s holy cause, 

Has dawned; and with an interest ne’er more keen, 
From all encumbering cares a while we pause, 

To send a silent prayer to heaven above, 

To Him, the King of kings, the God of love, 

That He might guide the hearts and minds of those, 
Who now are gathered for the purpose, great, 

Some rule and common judgment to compose, 

By which the grim pursuits of warfare might abate. 


And thou, America, our beloved land, 

Cradle of Liberty and Guardian Brave, 

Firm hast thou stood, and firm be, now, thy stand, 
The sacred, sovereign rights of men to save. 
“With charity for all, malice toward none”, 

Thy glorious work now, as before, be done! 

For faith and understanding pave the way, 
Unmodified and firm integrity 

The fundamental base on which to lay 

The corner stone of peace and equity. 


Thus be thy course, and let the whole world know 
Thy honest purpose and thy freeborn will, 

To any just and righteous length to go, 

That peace and happiness the hearts may fill 

Of men and nations over all the earth, 

On this the day of Freedom’s newer birth. 

Then shall the music of sweet Freedom’s song 
Resound through all the corners of our land, 
And as successive ages move along, 

Firm and exalted shalt thou ever stand. 
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Thanksgiving 


Dear friends, we gather, as oft before, 

In days that are now gone by, 

Together to sing and rehearse the lore 

That truly can edify: 

How in the dawn of our country’s day 

The colonists by the sea 

‘Assembled in thanks for what blessings may 
Be theirs in the Land of the Free. 


The forests and fields, in their virgin prime, 

Had yielded a goodly store 

Of fruits and harvests, which, for the time, 

Sufficed ; and the greed for more 

Was not distracting these sturdy men > 

And women, with visions, vain, 

For godliness joined with contentment, then, 
Was reckoned sufficient gain. 


So the word went round that a day was set 

For a service of gratitude; 

And at time appointed the settlers met, 

In their homespun, which none thought crude, 
With songs and prayers and thanksgiving true; 
They honored their God above, 

For blessings gained in this homeland, new, 

For His never abating love. 


And thus was begun by the Pilgrims, brave, 
The custom we still retain: 

To appeal unto God for what we crave; 

And for sunshine and gentle rain, 

That fill our garners and give us health, 
Unto Him our praises give— 

Ah, that is the best and the truest wealth, 

In contentment and peace to live. 
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So let us gather on this our day 

Of thanksgiving and praise to God! 

And may we labor and walk, alway, 

In the paths where our fathers trod! 

And Father, our forefather’s God, to Thee, 
For blessings we here enjoy, 

In this our Land of the Noble Free, 

We our hearts and our lives employ 


To give Thee honor, to sing Thy praise, 
To worship, to love, adore ; 

For Thou art worthy, and all Thy ways 
Are now, as in days of yore, 

The ways of goodness, of mercy, love, 
Of life, and of joy, untold— 

With praise we gather, till there, above, 
Thou wilt gather us in Thy Fold. 


And for our Country, we pray Thee, God: 
O, bless her, our Native Land! 

For truth and justice, at home, abroad, 
Unwavering let her stand! 

Firm, fearless, true, for whate’er is right, 
Let ever her station be! 

Protect her, guide her, by Thy great might! 
The glory we give to Thee. 


A Thanksgiving Prayer 


Our Father, unto Thee, above, 

We lift our voices now; 

To Thee, Thou Source of boundless love, 
In humble prayer we bow. 


Thou art a God of mercies great; 
Behold we, everywhere, 

In Home, in Church, and in our State, 
Thy never failing care. 
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With peace without, and peace within, 
Thou rulest our great Land; 

Our destinies Thou holdest in 

The hollow of ‘Thy hand. 


A mighty nation Thou hast made 
Columbia of the Seas; 

Firm hast Thou her foundations laid 
In equity and peace. 


Thou God of Nations, Who o’er all 

In majesty doth reign, 

Thou markest e’en the sparrow’s fall; 
And now with golden grain 


Thow’st filled the garners of our land; 
In plenty we abide: 

When led by Thine unfaltering hand, 
We're safe, whate’er betide. 


In humble gratitude we bow, 

On this Thanksgiving Day, 

To Thee, O Lord—Oh, hear us, now, 
As earnestly we pray! 


Bless Thou, today, our Native Land, 
Our homes, our altars, God! 

Lead us by Thine Own gracious hand ; 
That Thy paths may be trod! 


For justice, truth and righteousness, 
Firm may we ever stand! 

God grant us peace and happiness! 
God bless our Native Land! 
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God Give Us Men! 


Proudly hath waved our Flag, unfurled, 
In honor of the dead ; 

The great, whose fame around the world 
Through noble deeds was spread: 


Abe Lincoln and George Washington, 
Their birthdays we’ve observed ; 
Undying gratitude they won, 
And in our hearts preserved 


Shall be their memory; And we stand 
In homage, loyal, true, 

Beneath the Banner of our Land, 
Our Flag, Red, White and Blue. 


They loved that Flag, and nobly wrought, 
For what that Emblem stood ; 

With deeds of valor dearly bought 
Our sacred Brotherhood : 


Of right and justice; and for all, 
Equality and peace— 

“From bondmen let the shackles fall, 
In permanent release.” 


And shall such laws, within our Land, 
Endure, and lasting be? 

To guard them, may we ever stand 
In blood-bought unity! 


God give us men, with courage, strong, 
And faith, unmodified, 

To safeguard that, through ages, long, 
For which our heroes died! 
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Our Country, and Her Noble Men, Whose Memory 
We Now Honor 


Month of distinction once more is at hand, 
When we remember those names that will stand, 
Ever, with luster, on history’s page, 

Ever increasing, from age unto age, 

In their bright glory ; whose fame ne’er will die; 
Upon whose truth all the world could rely. 


Washington, Lincoln—what glory attends 

Their destined paths, and how truly it lends 

Love of our Country, ourselves to remind 

Their deeds of valor, their charity, kind! 

“Malice toward none”—Ah, how truly Abe spoke! 
“Charity, always,’—for no man a yoke! 


Thus, both these Statesmen, so sturdy and true, 
Wrought for our Country, those powers to subdue 
Which, in their character, threatened to hold 
Freemen in bonds, and in shackles enfold 

Those, who by God-given rights should be free— 
Now let me sing, O, my Country, of Thee! 


One, in the dawn of our young Nation’s day, 
When Freemen broke from the tyrant’s grim sway ; 
One, when our Country was severed in twain, 
Labored to make it united again— 

For, when united, we stand, knoweth all; 

But, if divided, we cannot but fall. 


One was a Bard, and he tunéd his lyre: 

Sang from the seaside, and sang when the fire 
Glowed, with inspiring warmth, from the hearth— 
Yes, in this month, we remember his birth, 
Longfellow, Singer, superlative, true; 

Also a garland we give, now, to you. 
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Swell, with a justified pride, now, my heart, 
In contemplating the true, noble part, 
Played by our Country, all peoples to bless, 
Shaping their destiny, yes, nothing less; 
Handmaiden, always, of Him, Whose just rule 
Reaches, beneficent, Ultima Thule! 
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Where People Love to Dwell 
(Anent the St. Louis Centennial.) 


I’ve roamed the country over, 
From mount to rolling sea, 
I’ve endeavored to discover 
What pleasures there might be, 
In other nooks and corners, 
In this and tother clime; 

But back to old St. Louis 

I’ve wandered every time. 


The East, ah, yes, its boasting 
Its seaboard grand and wide, 
Where vessels go a-coasting, 
With the swelling of the tide; 
And fronting on the ocean 
The giant cities rise ; 

But back to old St. Louis 
Return my longing eyes. 


There “Father of the Waters” 
Winds his stately course along, 
And where bands of roving squatters 
Used to sing their merry song 

A century ago—today, 

We view with honest pride 

The City of St. Louis, 

Fair and radiant as a bride. 


A city of great splendor, 

By works and arts of man, 

With nature’s work, still grander, 
H’er fashioning the plan. 

To catch a glimpse of other towns, 
As transients, may be well; 

But back in old St. Louis 

Is where people love to dwell. 
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Its civic pride, bent onwards, 

To excel in things worth while, 

Its homes, its parks and boulevards, 
Extending mile by mile; 

Give courage to the human heart, 
Returned from wanderings wide— 
Once back in old St. Louis, 

Pll there forever bide. 


The “heart” of fair America, 

The “hub” of the nation’s mart, 

The queen of “Louisiana”, 

America’s better part. 

Let people roam the country, 

East, West, North, South, and then— 
You'll find them in St. Louis, 
They’ve come back home again. 
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Down in the Bosom of the Ozarks 
(Mel. “Rally Round the Flag, Boys”) 


There’s a place along the Frisco, where people love to 
come, 
Down in the bosom of the Ozarks, 
In the county of Pulasko, where springs and brooklets 
hum, 
Down in the bosom of the Ozarks, 
So here’s to that region, 
Of mountain and glen, 
It’s merits are legion ; 
We say so, and then— 
We will rally round our camp, there, 
Rally once again, 
Singing the praises of the Ozarks. 


There’s a noble river winding, they call it Gasconade, 
Down in the bosom of the Ozarks, 
Where, many joys are finding, with dipping oar and 
blade, 
Down in the bosom of the Ozarks, 
_ There perches are hiding, 
And now and then a bass; 
Canoes go a-gliding, 
With their happy lad and lass— 
Oh, let others go, for pleasures, 
Wherever they may choose— 
We choose the bosom of the Ozarks! 
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There’s a spring that comes a welling from out the 
mountain side, 
Down in the bosom of the Ozarks; 
It’s beauty worth the telling throughout the country, - 
wide— 
Come, see this wonder of the Ozarks! 
It’s power is astounding, 
To turn the rustic mill; 
It’s waters go a-bounding, 
And the woods with music fill. 
Oh we sing the praise of Schlicht’s Spring, 
The choicest place of all, 
Down in the bosom of the Ozarks. 


And the owner of that famed spot, where now we pitch 
our camp, ~«¢ 
Down in the bosom of the Ozarks, 
Where nature’s forces, tamed not, still reign where’er we 
tramp, 
Down in the bosom of the Ozarks: 
To him we are singing 
Our merry, merry song; 
The praises, here ringing, 
To him no less belong— 
So hurrah for bonney Charley, 
Yes, Mr. Charley Schlicht! 
Down in the bosom of the Ozarks. 


There’s a town along the trail, there, a nestling mid the 
oaks, 
Down in the bosom of the Ozarks, 
You never, never fail, there, to meet with jolly folks, 
Down in the bosom of the Ozarks. 
So here’s, now, to Swedeborg, 
That town of kindly fame, 
Ah, is it a “Swede” burg ? 
Or say, what’s in a name? 
Let me tell you friend, most truly, 
There’s much in every name— 
Down in the bosom of the Ozarks! 
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The Call of the Plains 


Out to the plains where the winds do blow 
With a rhythm, unhampered and free, 

And the sky is blue as the azure, you know, 
And the air is like the blue-colored sea; 

My thoughts have wandered so oft today, 
Impelled by fancy, free. 


Why do thy thoughts go wandering there 

On those plains, so bleak and sear? 

Are there no visions to thee more fair, 

And subjects to thee more dear? 

Friend, dost thou ask? Let me tell thee then 
In words that are true and sincere. 


First, do not say that those plains are bleak, 
And the visions they give not fair; 

For of beauty unfathomed to me they speak, 
And the “Fields Elysian” are there. 

The plains of Kansas, of them I sing! 
Their beauty, indeed, is rare. 


Kansas, thou emblem of freedom and truth, 
And of character staunch and strong! 

Thy name immortal is made forsooth, 

Long since in “saga” and song. 

Embellished the pages of history thou hast, 
By thy deeds of right against wrong. 


“Ad Astra per Aspera” thy course has been, 
As thy motto doth proclaim. 

But a nobler struggle has ne’er been seen 

' Then was waged on the Kansas plain, 

For Truth and Justice and Liberty! 

Thou hast reached the heights of true fame. 


Therefore, no scenes are to me more fair, 
And no subjects to me more dear. 

No beauty can ever with thine compare, 
It shines with a splendor so clear. 
Therefore my thoughts, with a fancy, free 
Bring me to thee so near. 
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Then there are bonds, so fond and strong, 

That bind me to thee, my State; 

Bonds of nativity—yes, I belong 

To Kansas—propitious fate ! 

There was the place where I first saw the light, 
In the days of “seventy-eight”. 


There was my home, there my cradle has stood, 
Rocked by a mother’s hand ; 

There the days of my happy boyhood 

Were spent in sunshine so grand. 

Can I forget what I owe to thee, 

Kansas, my Native Land! 


There have I roamed in the wood, on the plain, 
Have played by the rocks and rills, 

Have rejoiced, have labored, have suffered pain; 
My heart with yearning it fills, 

To review in memory the days gone by— 

My soul with deep longing thrills. 


There the first lessons of life I learned 

In the school-house by the hill, 

And there from the “sunflower’’, with face upturned 
I learned. to look upward and fill 

My heart with light and faith and hope— 

That lesson remains with me still. 


And now as I sit in my room tonight 

With my candle burning low, 

My thoughts, as with wings, do take their flight 
To the plains where the winds do blow; 

Where the sky is blue, and the sun shines bright, 
And the fields with the “sunflowers” glow. 


Kansas, the home of a sturdy race, 
With character staunch and strong, 
With ideals high, for they think it pays 
For a people to brook no wrong— 
Years have gone by, with a rapid pace, 
Since I dwelt thy people among. 


LAY 


Here in the “urb” of gigantic size 

I have lived, *mid its din and strife, 

Its lights and shadows; here small the price 

At which virtue is bartered, here sin grows rife. 
A modern “Sodom” we here do see, 

From it I would flee for my life. 


The “sky-scrapers” tower with a loftiness 

That makes you dizzy to view, 

But men do not rise in righteousness 

And the paths of evil eschew. 

Ne’er skyward they strive with their heart and soul, 
Their treasures corrode with mildew. 


Their God is mammon. For silver and gold 

They will barter their souls away, 

For a “mess of pottage” their birthright they’ve sold, 
What matters it? So they say: 

It matters much, to whom “Jife” is dear— 

Detain me not, I'll away, away! 


Out to the plains where the winds do blow, 
With a rhythm unhampered and free; 

Where the sky is blue as the azure you know, 
And the air like the blue-colored sea— 

There let me live on the plains that I love, 
Till I’m called away, Lord, to dwell with Thee! 
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District 88, and the Class of °95 


Strange, when years have hurried onward, 
in their ever rapid pace, 
How our thoughts go wandering backward, 
to some well remembered place, 
Where the days of happy childhood, 
or the days of budding youth, 
Brought us joys that live forever, 
in our memory, forsooth! 


E’en though often sore encumbered, 
with our many trying cares, 

Some mere incident, or trifle, will 
turn up, all unawares, 

Which, with power beyond resistance, 
spanning years, and bridging time, 

Will bring back the man of labors to 
those scenes of joy, sublime. 


Just the other day pursuing routine 
labor, with its grind, 

In a hidden nook and corner of the 
study, Ah, I find, 

Mid a curious collection of mementoes, 
laid away, 

Two quaint objects, which, compelling, 
well nigh stopped my work that day. 

For the memories, intrusive, gripped 
my soul, and hour by hour, 

Held it, reminiscent, longing ; 
held it, in their mighty power. 


*Twas a volume, quaint and curious— 
some, in seeing it, would laugh— 

“Album” was engraved upon it, with 
the prefix “Autograph.” 

And within its faded pages, writ in 
many a quaint old rhyme, 
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Were the sentiments of schoolmates, 
from that distant, hapy time, 

When we sat upon the benches, 
jack-knife carved, and much defaced, 

In the country school, and followed 
learning’s labyrinths, well traced. 


Pleasantly our lines had fallen, and 
we loved the kindly fate, 

That had gathered us together in the 
District 88. 

Much we labored at our lessons, much 
we rioted at play, 

On the trodden schoolhouse playground ; 
and when came the close of day, 

And our way we wended homeward, 
o’er the meadows and the fields, 

Happy were we—Ah, the pleasures 
country school-life ever yields! 

Now this little quaint old volume 
brought it all back home to me, 

With its memories surging o’er me, of 
the joys that used to be; 

Of the pranks we played together, of 
the master’s warning frown— 

If he caught us in the mischief— 
how his rod came thumping down 

On the desk, to make us “savvy” 
what he’d visit upon us, 

If, the order disregarding, we would 
dare to make a fuss. 


Ah, those teachers, I remember well 
their names, and merits, too: 

J. P. Heaton, A. B. Kimball, J. M. Richardson— 
Ah, true! 

They were tried and trusty teachers ; well 
equipped and trained were they, 
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To instill the germs of knowledge, 
and to balance work and play. 
There was Bowersox, also knowing 
in the ways that bring success ; 
Though a mere youth, when he started, 
won his laurels, none the less. 
There was Nelson, N. M. Nelson, fresh 
from College he arrived, 
And his Academic learning told— 
the school it surely thrived. 
Two there were as likely schoolma’ms 
as the country ever knew, 
Minnie Loftus, and May Hadsell— 
You remember them? I do. 


Not with learning, only, wrought they, 
but with spirit, kind and true, 

And a grace that made us eager the 
right pathways to pursue. 

Here I turn the pages, slowly, of that 
album I have scanned, 

And I find a page, where, written in a 
woman’s graceful hand, 

Is this legend: “May. your life be 
crownéd with success and joy, 
That your teacher may be, ever, proud 

and happy of her boy!” 
As, such words, how truly fashioned 
to spur on the hopes of youth, 
To achieve, and to endeavor to 
defend the cause of truth! 
Years have gone, yes, even decades, 
since that legend was inscribed— 
May the spirit it engendered in 
my bosom have survived! 


Other incidents come, clamoring to 
be noticed—I’1] relate 

Some of them, which all transpired 
in the District 88. 
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And I mention here the other object 
that had caught my eye, 
With a reminiscent presence of the 
days, now long gone by. 
Twas a little box, where resting on its 
velvet cushion lay 
An engravéd silver medal, telling 
of a noted day 
In our school life: "T'was in winter, 
I remember well the date, 
Like the number of our District, 
it was marked with figure “8”. 
February 8th, the number, and 
our District “88”— 
That makes eight three times repeated— 
surely ’twas the day of fate! 


All the more, when I consider day 
and year I saw the light— 

Fancy takes to linking numbers, 
marking what may be their plight— 

February twenty-seventh, eighteen hundred 
seventy-‘“eight,” 

I was born, and now the same month, 
counting from the start to “8”, 

Comes this day, to be remembered, in 
the District “88.” 

Seven is a lucky number, so they say; 
but what of eight? 

In my reminiscent reck’ning, that 
is also linked with fate. 


So this silver medal telling, so 
long since, tales out of school, 
Where we wrought, and where we labored, 
and obeyed the golden rule, 
When the teacher’s eyes were on us— 
so this silver medal here, 
In its superscription, tarnished, 
with its lettering, quaint and queer, 
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Tells the story of endeavor, and the 
hopes that did arise, 

When in declamation contest labored 
we to win the prize. 

Thus I read here on this token: 
“Demorest Declamation Prize 

In the Contest, Here, Awarded Charley 

—” Can you surmise 

All the anguish, all the efforts, all the 
hoping—the surprise, 

When the judges made announcement— 
“Charley S. has won the prize!” 

It may be forgiven, truly, if 
these memories I relate, 

Not for “self”, but for the honor of 
our District 88. 

For the other Districts, also, had 
engaged, the prize to win; 

Therefore, it may be forgiven that, 
e’en now, I glory in 

This recorded fact, now incidently 
brought to light once more, 

That our District won the honors, 
in those happy days of yore. 


Many incidents transpired that 
were comical, you bet; 

They remained in our remembrance, 
yes, they linger there e’en yet: 

Once the worthy old Directors had 
installed a heater, new, 

For the old stove was deficient, when 
the wintry blizzards blew. 

But this heating apparatus was a 
queer contraption, though 

It was thought quite “scienttfic,” with 
improvements, don’t you know, 

That would make the room all 
rosy, with a radiating glow, 
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When the weather was at zero, 
and the ground o’ercast with snow. 

But the “science” of that heater was 
too much; it didn’t fill 

Any good or worthy purpose, for it 
left a dismal chall 

In the room, and filled it, truly, not 
with heat, but blinding smoke ; 

So the worthy old Directors, disappointed, 
soon awoke 

To the fact the wily agent, selling 
stoves that wouldn’t heat, 

Was a smooth and practiced humbug, 
and a “scientific” cheat. 

So the School Board got together, 
parleyed much, with common sense, 

With the result the “heatless heater” lodged 
beyond the school yard fence; 

There to rest, a grim memento to 
the “science” known as fraud, 

And the wisdom of those fathers their 
constituents did laud. 

For they dug a basement under the 
school house and there installed 

Heating system that would function, 
“Pipeless Hot Air Furnace” called. 

And though pipeless, *twas not heatless, 
that new furnace, that we knew, 

For our room was warm and cozy, 
though the Kansas blizzards blew. 


What of coasting down the hillside, 
what of skating on the pond, 

Which in those days lay a glittering 
in the meadow, just beyond 

Our school campus! How we rioted, 
with joys we loved so well, 

That the time sped by, unnoticed, 
and we didn’t hear the bell, 
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But came in a minute tardy, sometimes 
more—Ah, that was grave! 
But the more we loved our teacher, 
who, though warning us—forgave. 


. Then we had a “Literary”, where our 


learning we dispersed ; 

For in public speech, orating, and 
debates, we stood well versed. 

And we delved to depths of logic, 
rose to heights of eloquence, 

That would match the matchless 
Webster— Twas a grand experience! 

And as amatuers we labored, on 
an improviséd stage, 

With dramatic arts to conquer; 
revolutionize the age. 

So we spoke, and we orated, and we 
played the various plays, 

Not exactly the Shakespearean, but— 
those were the happy days! 


So the happy years sped onward, all 
too quickly—with regret, 

We began to ponder, sadly, that *twas 
but a few months yet, 

Till we’d gather up our schoolbooks, 
and pick up our little freight, 

And pass out, and leave, forever, 
our old District 88. 


Spring had come, and we had labored 
two whole days with problems, grave, 

For examination horrors were upon us, 
and it gave 

Us the chills, as each day seated at our 
desks, the teacher wrote 

The examination questions, in eight 
branches—Ah, it smote 


125 


Hard upon our latent courage, and 
upon our stock and store 

Of accumulated knowledge; but we 
labored all the more. 

Came, at last, from Board Examiners, the 
returns—Ah, how harrassed 

Were our minds, until the announcement— 
Joy! Oh joy! We all had passed! 


Came the day for the awarding of diplomas, new 
and neat; 
But to get them we must journey to 
the distant County Seat, 
Where the Public School Commencement 
would be held, with proper rites. 
So we journey thither early, for we 
wished to see the sights 
Of the wonderful “Metropolis.” We went 
there with a will, 
For we wished to see the County Seat, 
the city, Belleville. 
And that day, we say it truly, *twas 
a day we ne’er forgot, 
For the many pleasures garnered, 
and our not unpleasant lot: 
To receive reward of labors, and to 
know that it was done; 
That our first determined struggle 
with life’s problems was well won. 
And not least it did rejoice us, and 
with joy, now, I relate 
That the largest class, that finished, 
was from District 88. 


Many days we spent together, 
full of this life’s purest joys— 
But the years, alas, have vanished, 
since we all were girls and boys. 
Life, itself, with all its problems, 
serious, came on, apace, 
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And the task it set before us was to 
nobly run the race. 
And, dear comrades, in the fires of 
life’s conflict and unrest 
You’ve been tried, and, I believe it, 
you have nobly stood the test. 
Therefore, take this greeting, comrades of 
the “Class of 795”: 
Let Ezcelsior be the motto, as still 
onward you will strive! 


Ah, the joy I’ve had, recalling memories 
from those happy days, 

*Ere my lyre, unstrung, has fallen, 
when unsung will be my lays! 

Does the bell still swing, son6érous, 
in the steeple, to and fro? 

Are there other lads and lasses hurrying, 
at its call, to go 

To where lessons are awaiting—Ah, 
as young and gay as we 

Were in those days, when we battled 
nobly with the rule of three? 


But we must not tarry longer 
mid those scenes of long ago, 

For their power is overwhelming, and 
intrusive tears would flow. 

Only this I would be saying: To those 
precepts e’er be true, 

That we garnered in life’s springtime, 
’ere the storms of life we knew! 


Once again I turn the pages of 
the volume, resting here, 
And I see the names of schoolmates 
of those happy days, so dear; 
And I wonder how they’re faring— 
Ah, how changed the group must be! 
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For the years have quickly vanished, 
thirty years, or more, you see. 
Some have gone to distant places ; 
in the churchyard some do rest, 
While their spirits, we believe it, are 
now singing with the Blest. 
Here I find a stanza, written in a 
hand I used to know, 
It is old, and you have heard it many 
a time—we read it so: 
“When the western sun is sinking, 
and your mind from care is free; 
When on other friends you’re thinking, 
won’t you sometimes think of me?” 


Ah, the “western sun” is sinking, 
even now, tis far declined, 

And on you, my friends, I’m thinking, 
with a wistful heart and mind. 

And, at last, when sun has settled down 
beyond the western hills, 

And this pensive heart no longer 
at the earthly visions thrills, 

And the last roll has been sounded, 
from within the Golden Gate— 

May I find there many assembled 
from our District 88! 
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The Wanderer 


Ah, do I view, once more, the beloved scenes of my 
childhood ? 

Whither my thoughts so oft have returned from my lone 
ambulations ; 

Whither in dreams, by day, and in visions of night I 
have wandered ; 

Haunts where I loved to roam, in the happy days of my 
boyhood. 

Years, in their hurried flight, have come and gone since 
the morning, 

When, as a hopeful youth, from the home, parental, I 
wandered 

On to the village near, there to journey on to the distant 

College town, where in years to come, at the fountain 
of knowledge, 

Eager and thirsty for more, I would drink deep draughts 
of its learning. 

Eager, impulsive, I was, spurred on by the goad of 
ambition, 

Which in my ardent youth had arisen, and hopes of 
achievement, 

Which in my ardor, newborn, I fancied waited upon 
me. 

Soon would I climb, undismayed, the heights of the 
lofty Parnassus, 

View from its highest peak, with calm, unperturbed, 
calculation, 

All the surrounding fields, and pick the choicest among 
them. 

Thus, would I rise to fame, or at least to a station, 
respected, 

In the community where, as a boy, I had gone ’mong 
the neighbors, 

Plodding, with irksome toil at some lowly task of the 
farmers ; 

Or, on their festive days, had sung, or recited a poem, 
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Which, from the volumes, few, on the bookshelf, I 
labored to fathom, 

Thence to an audience, kind, to transmit in apt 
recitation. 


Aye, as I sallied forth on that morning of fond 
recollection, 

Bound for the distant seat of learning, to bide at its 
fountain, 

Young was my heart, and filled with visions of future 
achievement. 

Yet, there would come a pang, which I vainly strove 
to keep mastered, 

And my emotional soul responded to voices, prophetic, 

Speaking in accents, kind, yet earnest, and sad, and 
regretful, 

Damp’ning my ardor, somewhat, with hints of mis- 
carried fulfillment 

Of oft elusive hopes, and the possible chance to 
encounter 

Odds that would overwhelm, on the rocky road to 
achievement. 


Then I was leaving, too, the scenes of my early endeavor, 

Scenes of my truest joys, the joys of our innocent 
childhood ; 

Bidding adieu to each well-known form, beloved and 
faithful, 

Both animate, and, too, of natue’s inanimate creatures: 

Father and mother and all the sisters and brothers, 
together, 

Who with affection, fond, had befriended the youngest 
among them, 

Shielding him ever from harm, and guiding his oft 
errant footsteps, 

oe mind and heart from the snares and pitfalls 
of evil: 

Leaving my childhood home, the lowly thatched cottage, 
where ever 
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Loyalty true, and abiding faith, and wisdom, e’er 
guided, 

By the Divine Command, and by precepts of sacred 
dictation, 

Had been the sources, true, that had shaped our lives 
and had taught us 

Many a wholesome truth and lesson of sacred devotion. 

Also the shaded lawn of our “Woodlawn”, for so they 
had named it, 

When in the pioneer days my father had taken the 
homestead, 

Only four miles remote from the pioneer village of 
Scandia, 

Settled the year before by descendants, brave, of the 
Vikings ; 

Known in the early days as the village of “New 
Scandinavia”, 

But which in later years was called, for brevity, 
Scandia ; 

Where the Republican flowed through the sunny 
prairies of Kansas, 

And where the Indians oft, in the early days, held 
their bivouacs.— 

Even the shaded lawn, where with unshod feet I had 
scampered 

Many a happy day, in the balmy breezes of summer— 

Yes, I was leaving it, with its memories fond and 
intrusive. 

Leaving the tangled wood, where with bow and arrow, 
or musket, 

Bold as a Nimrod, true, I would hunt the squirrel or 
the rabbit, 

Or the marauding fox, or the mink, or the possum, or 
raccoon, 

Or where, in summer time, I would climb the trees for 
the bird nests, 

Only to watch, with interest keen, the life of the 
nestlings ; ; 

While from a neighboring branch the mother-bird, 
fussy and nervous, 
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Or the male bird, perchance, with his fiercest mien 
would endeavor 

Loudly to frighten away the intruding, curious stranger. 

Leaving the meadow, wide, where I’d raked the hay 
into windrows 

Many a summer day, in the haying season, so merry ; 

Raked and loaded the hay to be gathered into the 
hayloft, 

Or to be stacked with care in some sheltered place in 
the barnyard. 

Leaving the sloping fields, where in springtime I'd 
followed the furrow, 

Turning the black-loam soil, preparing the ground for 
the sowing, 

Singing meanwhile a song, or dreaming dreams of the 
future ; 

Or, where in frosty fall, as a husker, I'd labored with 
deftness, 

Gathering the golden corn into wagon-loads, heaped to 
the limit, 

Taking a keen delight in outdoing in measure the 
others. 

Leaving with keen regret, also, the dumb but the 
faithful 

Friends that I’d learned to love: old Prince and Dolly 
and Barney, 

Even the brindle cows, that I’d brought so oft from the 
pasture. 

And, may it frankly be said, I yearned for one loyal 
companion, 

Whom I was leaving behind, to miss with dumb sorrow 
his master ; 

Rover, the shepherd dog, the faithful, the loyal old 
Rover. 

Ah, ye ambitious dreams of future fame and achieve- 
ment ! 

Well nigh I cast you aside in that moment of realization 

Of the sad fact that for you I was leaving my dearest 
possessions : 


All that was dear to me, that was real, that was true, 
_ that was priceless. 

Why does the human heart e’er struggle with vain 

| aspirations ; 

Never at rest with its present, but reaching out for the 
tempting, 

But oft forbidden fruit, of some future, imagined, fair 
Eden? 

Why do mirages rise before our unsatisfied vision, 

Leading us ever on, into pathways, unknown, there to 
wander, 

Chasing our phantoms, fair, but unreal, and untrue and 
elusive ? 

Such is the human heart: now to weal, now to woe, 
does it lead us. 

* * * 


Yes, I had taken leave of my home, parental, with 
sadness, 

But I may not look back, but press on, without 
wavering or faltering ; 

For I had “set my hand e’en unto the plow” and 
I may not 

Linger, or hesitate, now, but press on with a calm 
resignation. 

* * 

What of the days, and months, and years, that followed 
each other, 

With a succession, swift, becoming forever more rapid? 

Shall I relate, in rote, the succeeding, but varying 
fortunes 

Which, with assiduous care, at intervals waited upon 
me ; 

Which, as companions, old, but familiar, and fond and 
carressing, 

Now, in this pensive hour, reminiscently gather around 
me? 

* * * 

Oft from my little room at the college, where now 

I was quartered, 


With its lone window, small, but happily facing to 
Northward, 

Would I look out o’er the fields and the woods with a 
growing sensation 

Of the great loss sustained, in leaving the scenes of my 


childhood. 
* % % 

But, get thee hence, and stay, thou intruder, with fond 
recollections ! 

Have I not set my face toward the heights of the lofty 
Parnassus ? 

Have I not vowed to climb its crags till I rest on its 
summit ? 


Have I not come, by choice, to drink at this fountain 
of knowledge? 

Come, then, ye ghosts of the past, ye Sages and Seers, 
Immortal! 

Come unto me and ope, from these musty volumes, 
your storehouse, 

Treasures of wisdom, rare, and of sentiments, true and 
exalted ! 

Sing unto me a song, ye Bards of the ages departed! 

That shall kindle my soul, and fire the zeal in my 
bosom ; 

For the ennobling arts, and whatever in life is most 
worthy. 

Ope, ye volumes, your lore, of history, language and 
science ! 

Speak ye Philosophers, bold! Unfold your systems 
and reasons, 

“Raison d’etre”, and all; let us know what the meaning 
of life is! 

%* a 

Settled the question, then, and I bent to the tasks of 
the future 

With a determined will, and a vow to succeed and to 
conquer. 

Followed the toilsome years, and the battle, stern, with 
the Classics, 
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Which were stubborn, at times, and required the 
greatest endeavors, 

*Ere they would condescend to yield of their treasures 
a moiety ; 

Followed the special tasks of debates, and contests, and 
class days, 

And the athletic games, with tournaments, hotly 
contested, 

Which, even they, belong, by right, to collegiate 
training ; 

For, as the Ancients said, ’tis true: “mens sane” must 
ever, 

If we would have the best, indwell in a “corpore sano”. 

Years of labor they were, with many a problem to 


master, 

Not of studies, alone, when the midnight lamp was 
low-burhing, 

But of a nature, e’en worse, economic problems, that 
often 

Threatened to block my way to the summit of lofty 
Parnassus. 

But, ne’ertheless, those years were years of happiness, 
truly, 

And of remitting toil, and lessons of life, worth the 
knowing ; 

For, against odds to strive, and to overcome the en- 
cumbrance, 


Makes for a character, strong, and a faith in the 

crucible tested. 
* ca * 

Came the Commencement Day, that day of our ardent 
ambition. 

Clad in our caps and gowns, we marched to the great 
auditorium. 

Worthy procession it was: the student body and 
members, 

Representative of the town, the “Patres Conscriptes” ; 

Also, the State’s first man, the Honorable Governor 
Stanley, 
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Side by side with our worthy Dean, the loved 
Dr, Swensson, 

Followed by noble array of the Board and Faculty 
members. 

First these celebrities marched, then the graduates, all, 
and the students 

Of the entire school, from the first to the latest 
department. 

Proud was the country lad that morn of the College 
Commencement ; 

Yet, subdued, through it all, by previous hardships 
well chastened. 

And when the moment came, before that worthy 
assembly, 

E’en to arise and give the Class Commencement 
Oration, 

Then to the God of grace, for strength, a prayer 
humbly ascended, 

Out of a heart, not faint, yet on God admitting 


dependence. 
* * 
Gone were the college days: the sad farewell had been 
spoken 


To the Professors, all, the fellow students, the people 

Of the scholastic town, all friends; the adieu had been 
spoken 

Also to friend, so true, Old Alma Mater, beloved, 

Under whose fostering care and protecting wing we 
had tarried, 

During those plastic years, and garnered the gems of 
her learning. | 

a8 cd ¥ 

Years have gone by since then; the time has fled on 
its pinions, 

Bearing me swiftly on, through shifting and varying 


fortunes: 

Years of Post Graduate work, and then—life’s calling 
in earnest. 

Ah, how little we know, e’en with our Degree and 
Diploma, 
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And our scholastic lore, Academic training, “et, alles” ; 

Little we know, forsooth, of life’s real problems and 
battles, 

Until the teacher, grim, Experience, has taught us the 
lesson ; 

Until our soul has been tried in the test of its fiery 
furnace ! 

Then, indeed, do we know that “life is real and 
earnest”, 

And that its pathway .runs, “ad astra”, only, “per 
aspera’. 

* * * 

Much I was tossed about by the shifting winds of the 
seasons, 

Not of nature alone, but seasons combined with my 
calling, 

Laboring now here, now there, to bring to the worn 
and the weary, 

Under the stress of life, the gladsome tidings of great 


joy: 

That to the people of God there remaineth a rest, from 
their labors, 

And a reward of faith: the “Crown of Life”, pure and 
spotless, 

And to the wounded hearts the “Balm of Gilead”, all 
healing. 

Seasons of labor and rest, of joys, of sorrows and 
anguish, 

When the benighted refused to behold the Light of 
the “Day Star”, 

When the encumbered declined to trust their burdens 
of sorrow, 

And of a sin laden heart to the Friend and Brother, 
who bore them 

Once on the Curséd Tree, for the peace and pardon of 
all men. 

Thus, as a laborer, sent, to the vineyard, where often 
the thorns grew, . 

And to the fields where tares would choke the wheat, 
and o’ercome it, 


Oft have I labored on, through the heat of the day, 
and at evening 

Sighed for the tokens, true, that the fields were 
whitening to harvest. 

Thus, in the Service, sent, to fields remote from each 
other, 

Much was I tossed about, and in fields, afar, have I 
tarried : 

Where the Atlantic beats ’gainst the rock-bound shores 
of New England; 

Where the Great Lakes and the woods of the Northern 
‘States are most glorious ; 

Where the salt water rolls its brine ’gainst the sands of 
the Southland ; 

Landing, at last, to stay for years, mid the lights and 
the shadows 

Of Metropolitan life, on the banks of the Father of 
Waters. 

* * * 

Twenty-five years are gone, a quarter century vanished 

Into the past, since first, from these scenes I sallied in 
search for 

Fountain of knowledge, and path, that would lead to 
the heights of Parnassus. 

And as I stand today, on this hallowed ground of my 
childhood, 

Memories would overwhelm, and my heart o’erflows in 
its fulness. 

How familiar the place, and yet, what changes 
apparent ! 

Changes of greatest moment, beyond the power of 
restoring. 

Gone are dear ones, gone, asleep ’neath the sod in 
God’s acre: 

Father and mother, who here, in the pioneer days, 
built their dwelling, 

Quaint and lowly, indeed, replaced in time by another. 

Yes, they are gone; and, too, the brothers and sisters 
are vanished: 
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One in the churchyard lies, near the spot where the 
parents are sleeping; 

Others are scattered wide; all flown from the home of 
our childhood. 

Strangers inhabit the place, strange, therefore, the 
scenes, so familiar. 

* * * 

Also, the outward forms and features are changed in 
their aspect, 

Showing the inroads of time, the mutable nature of 
all things. 

Buildings, new, have replaced the old, and trees that 
o’ershaded 

Many a dear loved spot, are gone, and the vacancy 
causes 

Sadness of heart, for friends they were, so true and so 
faithful. 

Gone is the cottonwood grove, and the rows of shady 
box elders. 

Here were the tangled woods, where I loved the 
pursuits of a Nimrod. 

Nearer the house, the orchard, where oft I have picked 
the red cherries, 

And in the aumn time, the apples, so ruddy and 
wholesome. 

There was the shaded nook, where in hours of leisure 
Id linger 

Over a favorite book of poems, or stories, romantic. 

Down in the pasture lands the pond afforded great 
pleasure, 

There in the summer time to swim, or to fish, or to 
loiter 

Upon its grassy bank, in sheer delight and abandon; 

Or, in the winter time, o’er its icy surface, so sparkling, 

Steel-shod to rush, with glee, with face aglow with 
fresh vigor. 

Yonder a lofty, lone tree, outstretched its branches, 
triumphant, 

Whither I climbed one day, in June, and carved on its 
smooth bark 
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Letters, well known to me, in those days of youth, now 
departed. 

Yes, the tree is still there, but as I look for the letters, 

Time has effaced them all; no trace is left of my 


carving. 
* * * 
Such, are the changes, apparent, the quarter century, 
vanished, 
Has left many a proof of the mutable nature of all 
things: 
Faces are gone, and voices hushed, that here were 
beloved ; 
And I stand as a “wanderer”, lost, forsaken and lonely. 
* * * 


Yet, in a wider extent, the changes are not so apparent. 

Though, of the dear old friends, so many have gone, 
beyond vision, 

Others remain here, still, to clasp the hand of the 
wanderer, 

Wishing him welcome back to his native haunts, and 
their hearthstones. 


* * *k 
Also, the country, at large, is much the same in its 
contour : 
There the Republican winds its glittering course to the 
southward, 
And from the lofty hills its valley, resplendent and 
glorious, 
Lies like a paradise, e’en, as in days, long departed. 
* * * 
Ah, to my native haunts, my Kansas home, let my 
song be, 3 


Now, as I stand, once more, at the scenes of loved 
recollection ! 

Sing, O my soul, a song, of praise, and love, and 
affection ! 

Place here, my hand, a wreathe of garlands, that never 
may perish! 
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Land of the noble free, and the brave, and the true, 
and the faithful, 

Take my token of love, my offering of sacred devotion! 

And, when our songs are all sung, and our strings are 
broken and silent, 

May we unite with the Blest, by the Rivers of Water 
Eternal! 


“Behold Thy King!” 


“Behold thy King!” 0 message of great joy 
That comes to us in this blest Advent-tide 
With hope and happiness without alloy, 

And peace and pardon, and good will beside, 
Foretold by prophets in the ages past, 

Thou comest, Lord, a godsend from afar. 

“All things are ready ;” now hath, come at last, 
The dawn of day, the radiant “Morning Star.” 


“He cometh unto thee ;” mankind, take heed! 

Long hast thou groaned in bondage day by day, 
Wandered in darkness, none at hand to lead 

Thy footsteps safely in the narrow way. 

But now the darkness disappears, the light shines clear, 
Surcease there is of sorrow and of strife ; 

For He is come—O mankind, do not fear !— 

Who was and is “the Way, the Truth, the Life,” 


He cometh “meekly,” without pomp or show, 
Without the glitter of this vain, proud world, 
Yet as a King, this let the whole world know, 
With banner that shall one day be unfurled,— 
The emblem of the Cross, in whose blest sign, 
Emblazoned as of old upon the sky, 

All His shall conquer, e’en as Constantine, 
And live forever though they seem to die. 


“Behold thy King!” Yea, as a King He comes 
Of all the kings, the Lord of lords, whose reign 
Supreme shall be in heav’n and earth. The tombs 
Shall ope their gates at His command. In vain 
They'll try to set at naught His power, who here 
Their hearts to wisdom never would apply, 

But scorned His mercy, seeming not to fear; 
Now shall their knees bow down to God on high. 
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But to the faithful, who are oft opprest 

By tribulations for their Master’s sake, 

The coming of their King shall mean sweet rest: 
For He shall come to heal th’ opprest and make 
The captives free, the blind to see, the deaf to hear, 
To preach the Gospel to the poor, the lame 

As hearts to leap; yea, an acceptable new year 

Of our dear Lord may we aloud proclaim! 


“Behold thy King!” O daughter Zion, shout! 
Rejoice, thou daughter of Jerusalem ! 

Let thy fears cease and bid farewell to doubt, 
Salvation, peace, and joy aloud proclaim. 

Go forth o’er mountain, vale, and hill, nor stay 
The gladsome tidings; let hosannas ring ! 

Go spread thy psalms in homage on the way, 
Lift up thine eyes aloft—‘“behold thy King.” 
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Blest Christmastide 


Blest Christmastide! again thour’t here 
With blessings to us all, 

With joy and gladness and good cheer 
Thou com’st to great and small. 

Of all the seasons of the year, 

That make our hearts rejoice, 

Thou art, indeed, to us most dear, 

On thee we fix our choice. 


The air is crisp, the crystal snow 

Lies glittering in the sun, 

The boys and girls a-coasting go, 

When lessons all are done. 

Around the hearthstone’s sparkling fire, 
When evening hours have come, 

We gather and we tune our lyre, 

For “there’s no place like home.” 


“No place like home,” ’tis truly said, 
And when we feel that most 

Is at the happy Christmas time; 
Indeed, we would feel lost, 

If in the world we had to roam, 

As Christmas draweth nigh, 

Without a hearth, without a home— 
The thought evokes a sigh! 


May we then thank our God above, 

For blessings He has given! 

For hearth and home, with peace and love, 
The counterpart of heaven. 

And may we pray Him to impart 

To us, though without merit, 

That gift and quality of heart 

Known as the “Christmas Spirit.” 
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A spirit of good will to all, 

And malice toward no creature, 
But charity and fellowship 

The glorious, crowning feature. 
Then will our days be full of joy, 
Through all the Christmas season, 
And happiness without alloy, 

For there will be good reason. 


And so to thee, blest Christmastide, 
We sing, with hearts aglowing, 

Our praises, for whate’er betide, 

His love is overflowing, 

Who gave us Christmas, that we maj 
From out a world, benighted, 

Shine with a lustre, bright as day, 
“There,” with the saints united. 
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Yuletide 


Yuletide, O season of heavenly joy 

Gladly we greet thee, our voices employ, 

Now to give praise to thy Author above, 

Who in His mercy and infinite love 

Gave us this season, most holy and blest, 
Speaking of joy, and of peace, and of rest: 

Rest to the weary, and joy to the sad, 

Peace beyond measure, our hearts to make glad! 
Come, blessed Yuletide, thy message impart 
Unto each weary and care-laden heart! 


Scatter the darkness, and send forth the light, 
E’en as of old, on the first Christmas night! 
Heralds, angelic, announce, once again, 
“Peace upon earth and good will unto men!” 
“Glory to God in the highest” we give, 

And in the light of His love we will live. 
Then in the future, come whatso’er will, 

His loving kindness, is keeping us still, 
Leading us on, through the perilous night, 
Safely to rest in the Mansions of Light. 
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Our Brother’s Keeper 


The blizzard blew, the wind smote hard, the snow was 
falling fast, 

The sky, above, an ashen gray, with heavy clouds o’er- 
cast. 

’Twas Christmas Eve’, that day of days, when joy 
should reign, supreme, 

With “peace on earth, good will to men,” the great, 
exalted theme. 


Downtown the scene was gayety, throngs hurried to 
and fro, 

With unabated energy—they heeded not the snow; 

For clad in furs, and muffled, close, and shod with 
zippers, warm, 

This was to them a frolic, and the cold an added charm. 


Shop windows were in gorgeous dress, with luxuries 
untold, 

Designed to captivate the eye, and gather in the gold, 

From the coffers of the wealthy, and e’en those whose 
means are small, 

But who, ne’ertheless, by habit, for such things do spend 
their all. 


From the shops, and from the restaurants, and from 
the gaudy shows, 

The motley throngs were pouring out into the wintry 
Snows. 

Hilarious and noisy, muffled up beyond their ears, 

They heeded not the stifled groans, saw not the bitter 
tears 


Of one who in a doorway, clad in rags, was sorely prest, 

To still the gnawing hunger and the pain within his 
breast, 

As the blizzard smote upon him and the crowds went 
rushing by, 

Unmindful of the misery and suffering, so nigh. 
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His ye — cold and empty, scarce a place to lay his 
| ead ; 
No sparkling blaze upon the hearth, it’s warming rays 
to shed. 

Time was when he was happy, as this throng a surging 
. on; 

Misfortune had o’ertaken him—life’s happiness was 
gone. 


He groaned, aloud, and drew his rags around his shiver- 
ing frame— 

“OQ Thou, above, from Whom this day receives its holy 
name, 

Is there, in all this grand array of wealth and sordid- 
ness, 

A soul who has some feeling for a brother in distress!” 


: 
His prayer was heard, a hand reached out and grasped 
his frozen palm, 

And words were spoke, which on his soul fell like a 
healing balm: 

“My friend, you seem forsaken, I have plenty will you 
take 

A gift that’s kindly offered, in His name, and for His 
sake, 


“Who in Bethlehem’s lowly manger first was pillowed, 
at His birth, 

And Who, friendless and forsaken, like you seem, once 
trod this earth? 

He has said: “A cup of water, given in my name, shall 
not 

Be, by me, left unrewarded, and shall never be forgot.” 


“T have known that blessed promise ne’er to fail; so 
now, my friend, 
Take this gift I have the pleasure, in His service, here, 
to lend!” 
In a moment all had happened—gone this good Samari- 


tan ; 

But the cold and lonely stranger saw a ray of hope 
again : 

Wakened were again his visions of the brotherhood of 
man, | 

By the kind, unselfish service of this good Samaritan. 


Ah, as Christmas is approaching, may we pray our God 
above, 

For a portion of that spirit of true fellowship and love 

May this season have a meaning, not of selfish pleasures 
sought, 

But of deeds of love and kindness, in the name of Jesus 
wrought! 
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Let Us Adore Him! 


Christmas bells again are ringing, 
Happy voices once more singing, 

Praises unto God, above, 

For His great and wondrous love, 
Giving us the little Child, 

Jesus Saviour, meek and mild. 


On this Christmas day, most holy, 
We would seek the manger, lowly. 
Like the Wise Men, from afar, 
Following the wondrous Star, 

. Knelt, at last, beside the stall, 
Worshipped Him, the Lord of all— 


So today we bow before Him, 

And, with gifts of love, adore Him. 
Frankincense and myrrh they gave, 
These Wise Men—we may not have 
Gifts like that; and yet we may 
Honor Him, this Christmas Day. 


Now, dear Jesus, loving, tender, 
Unto Thee, today, we render 
Praise and glory. Thou, who came 
In the Lord’s most holy name— 
Come and bring Thou, now as then, 
Peace on earth, good will to men! 


Come and tell our hearts, so lonely 
That in Thee, and in Thee, only, 
Shall we find salvation, life, 

Peace in all this world of strife. 
May this day to us be blest! 

Lead us to eternal rest! 
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While Shone with Splendor Judea’s Night 


The night was fair and the wind was still, 

And over Judea’s vale and hill 

The starry canopy gleamed so bright, 

As the shepherds were watching their flocks by night. 
They watched their flocks, but they lifted, too, 
Their eyes to the heavenly vault, so blue. 


And wondered, with ever growing awe, 

At the radiant splendor that each one saw. 
The heavens were telling the glory of God, 
Reflected e’en unto the earth that’s trod 

By the erring footsteps of sinful men, 
Who’ve wandered far since the world began, 


From the truth and glory of God away, 

Each choosing his wilful, errant way, 

Like sheep that have strayed from the fold afar, 
Where snares, and pitfalls, and dangers are; 
Wandering in darkness and shadows of death, 
Lost, without light, without hope and faith. 


Yet, now, benignly, God’s grace shone down, 
O’er hill and valley; o’er David’s town. 
While Bethlehem slumbers in languor, deep, 
And shepherds their wondering vigils keep, 
The Day is dawning o’er all the earth, 

The day that heralds the Saviour’s birth. 


A listening stillness was in the air; 

And the wondering shepherds, kneeling there, 
In rapt attention, with fear behold 

A flood of light, bright and manifold: 

A heavenly herald, an angel fair, 

Now stood beside them, still kneeling there, 
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The angel beckoned to calm their fright, 
While shone with splendor Judea’s night. 
“Behold, I tell you,” the angel said, 

“The Light has come, and the darkness fled. 
Glad tidings of peace and joy I bring, 

From God in heaven, your Lord and King: 


For born unto you on this glorious day, 
In the City of David, not far away, 

Is a Child, most holy, by prophets, bold, 
From the early ages, so oft foretold. 
The ‘fulness of time’ is now at hand; 
The Light aris’n o’er Judea’s land. 


And far o’er the peoples of all the earth, 

That Light, resplendent, shall now shine forth, 
To light the way to the heavenly home; 

The day of salvation, indeed, has come! 

No more shall the people in darkness dwell; 
These gladsome tidings to you I tell.” 


So the angel spoke, and behold! again, 

A flood of light, and a heavenly train 
Descending, who joyous their voices raise, 
To sing, triumphant, Jehovah’s praise. 
What heavenly message! We hear it still: 
Now “peace on earth; unto men good will!” 


We hear it still, on this Christmas night, 
While shines above us the heavenly light 

Of God’s sweet mercy, and love and grace, 

As rich and true as in former days; 

When shepherds quaked at the wond’rous sight, 
In that calm, and silent, and holy night. 


O, may it reach the most clouded part 

Of our cold, and sinful, and wayward heart! 

May God’s great Gift, in His mercy given, 

Become unto us the way to heaven! ~ 

For He is “the Way the Truth, the Life.” 
He will lead us home through this world of strife. 
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As once o’er Judea’s vale and hill 

The “Day-Star” shone—so it shineth still! 
From lowly manger in Bethl’ems stall 
Comes peace and pardon, for one and all. 
With joy we hail Thee, so meek and mild! 
Our hearts we give Thee, most holy Child! 
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Thus Our Days Go By 


Now the time draws near, 

When the ended year 

Will have gone beyond recalling ; 
Shadows of the evening, falling, 
Whisper, one by one, 

Now the day is done. 


And the year, grown old, 
Gathers in its fold 

All the joys, and all the sorrows, 
All todays, and all tomorrows, 
That make up the sphere 

Of a current year. 


With them in its fold, 

Now the year, grown old, 

Takes its leave, no more returning, 
Leaves our hearts with sadness yearning, 
Now that it is gone, 

For its moments, flown. 


Ah, to us they brought 

Many joys, unsought ; 

For from each unseen tomorrow 
We were ever prone to borrow 
Troubles, without name, 

Woes that never came. 


Therefore, now we grieve, 

And a sigh we heave, 

For the old year’s many blessings, 
For its smiles and fond carressings ; 
Farewell, friend, so dear, 

Thou departing year! 


Gone another year! 

Still, we linger here 

By the wayside, worn and weary 
Of our pilgrimage, so dreary, 
Through this vale of tears. 

Yet, how many years 
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When the Years Recur No More 


On rustling pinions time has fied, 
The past returns no more. 

We hail, with vision trained ahead, 
Year Nineteen Twenty-Four. 

It comes with blessings in it’s wake, 
With chances, great and grand, 
God, give us grace and faith to take 

For Thee our loyal stand! 


God, should I turn, in waning love, 
And cold indiff’rence, now, 

From what thou askest? Lord, above, 
Look down, and help me, Thou! 
Help me to stand, foursquare to stand, 

E’en at the battle’s brunt! 
Thou makest an victorious band 
Those who will take the front. 


Though hosts of evil should encamp, 
With noise of battle’s din, 

Against Thy Cause, Lord let the lamp 
Of faith burn bright within 

My heart! And let my hand, O, Lord, 
Ne’er falter, nor grow week, 

But wield, with power, thy mighty Sword! 
Thy power and help I seek. 


Not as a coward, at the rear, 
May I, Thy soldier, quail! 

But meet the foe, nor with a fear, 
His battlements assail! 

“Fear not, thou little flock, the foe!” 
So hast Thou said, O Lord. 

With Armour clad, I gladly go— 
Thy grace shall strength afford. 
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Thus, trusting ever in Thy Word, 
Lord help me firm to stand! 

If peace Thou sendest—or the sword— 
Thou wilt uphold my hand. 

In faith and trust let me await 
Year Nineteen Twenty-Four! 

Then shall I see, ajar, heavn’s gate, 
When years recur no more. 
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He Can, and He Will! 


‘Lord, if Thou wilt, Thou canst make me clean”— 
From the wayside there came the cry— 

And Jesus, turning, with interest, keen, 

Saw a leper standing nigh. 


His woeful visage, where grim despair 
So late held unchallenged sway, 

Was lit with the light of a promise, fair, 
As he halted by the way. 


For, lo, with the multitude, passing by, 
From the mountain, where late He spoke, 
Was Jesus of Nazareth—ah, so nigh— 

A glimmering hope awoke 


In the heart of the leper—“I do believe 
That mercy has come to me: 

That health and cleansing I’ll now receive 
From this Prophet of Galilee.” 


“Lord, if Thou wilt, Thy mercy shed !—” 
And Jesus approached the man 

With a touch divine, as He, answering, said: 
“Be clean! For I will and can.” 


O, sinner, haste, with thy wreaking sores, 
In the steps of the leprous one, 

To find the path to those love-lit shores 
Where true healing can be won! 


Haste to the Prophet of Galilee, 

Physician and Friend, so true! 

And peace and pardon and joy thou’lt see— 
For He can and He will cleanse you. 
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With Us Abide! 


_ With us abide, O Lord, to Thee we pray! 
We need Thy presence every passing day. 
Upon our journey to the heavenly land 
Be Thou our Guide, and hold us by Thy hand! 
_ With us abide, dear Lord, with us abide! 
Cause us ever to feel Thour’t by our side! 

_ Gladly we’ll wander then, 
E’en over moor and fen, 
On to the Golden Strand—With us abide! 


_ Behold we go up to Jerusalem, 

_ To see Thy Passion, Lord. Forgive Thou them 

_ Who caused Thy pain, Thy wormwood and Thy gall! 
Lord, we do know that doth include us all. 

_ Therefore to Thee we pray, with us abide! 
hough Thou wert justified to turn aside, 

From sinners, such as we; 

Yet, in Thy love we see 

Pardon, both full and free—With us abide! 
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_ The “via dolorosa” now we see 

Thee tread, O Lord, on to Gethsemane ; 
Over Kidron’s vale, Thy agony face; 
To bring salvation to a fallen race. 
ae There we abide with Thee in deep distress, 
While Thou dost drain the cup of bitterness. 
Help us e’er and anon 
To say: “Z'hy will be done!” 
Will of our own we’ve none; we bide in Thee. 


The “Man of Sorrows,” Lord, indeed Thou art, 
_ With grief acquainted, for that set apart; 
Our griefs to bear, our sorrows to annul, 
_ The Father sent Thee, being merciful. 
____ For our transgressions, Lord, wounded art Thou, 
is Bruised for iniquities, Thou dost allow 
_-—s- Thyself to be, that we 
“ Healed by Thy stripes might be, 
From chastisement set free; saved are we now. 
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Though shadows deepened over Golgatha, 
A precious light through all the gloom we saw 
Shine forth so clear, with splendor like the sun; 
For—“It is finished’”’—the great battle won. 
And ever more with Thee, Lord, we’ll abide, 
Closer and closer to Thy wounded side, 
Refuge for weary hearts, 
Proof ’gainst the “fiery darts,” 
And when our life-thread parts, with Thee we abide. 


Out of the Depths 


(Out of the depths have I cried unto Thee, O Lord 
Pea: 380% 1.) 


Out of the depths I had cried to Thee: 
“Lord, Friend of sinners, O help thou me!” 
For I was weary, the road so long, 

’Ere I could hope, mid the heavenly throng, 
Ransomed, to sing, with triumphant joy— 
Here, all my joys were, in part, alloy. 


And, as I eried in distress to thee, 

Jesus, my Saviour, Thou came to me; 
Scattered the darkness and shed the light, 
Upon my path through the lonely night; 
Pointing ahead, said: “Behold the goal, 
Where there is rest for the weary soul!” 


“For unto Glory this path doth lead, 
Though there are briers and thorns, indeed. 
FriendI have trod it, with bleeding feet, 
And, if thou follow, thou, too, will meet, 
Beyond the River, those gone before— 
And be at rest on the other shore.” 
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toeternal joy = 

the passes, where thorns annoy ; 
the valley, both dark and deep, 
ne pilgrims in anguish weep. 
one, for He holds their hand, 

the way to the Promised Land. 


iour, most blessed, as Thou didst heed 
earnest cry, in my hour of need, 

hen seemed most crushing the heavy load, 
eath which I faltered upon the road; 

de, Thou my footsteps! Hold Thou my hand, 
| I’m at rest on the Bright Golden Strand! 
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Worthy, the Lamb! 


sought for a theme of which to sing; 
To set forth in melodious verse. 

y soul from the dust would lift its wing, 
1d aloft its music rehearse. 

Aloft, to some sunlit, airy height, 

‘om the qualms of the earth afar, 

[fy soul, awing, would pursue its flight, 
Where the visions of rapture are. 


But I sought in vain, for my soul seemed bound, 
‘Like a bird with a fettered wing. 

I sought again, but no theme I found, 

_ For the carol my soul would sing. 

_ Then a still, small voice, in my bosom spoke. 

- With a melody, sweet and low: 

“Would’st know a theme that will songs evoke ? 
I will beckon thee where to go.” 
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“Not, at once, to the sunlit heights— 

If the soul-depths of song thou’dst know— 
But into the gloom of the darkest nights, 
And the deepest. vales, thou may’st go: 
Down into Kidron’s doleful dale, 

And Gethsemane’s shadows, deep ; 

Thence o’er the rugged, thorny trail, 

Over Calvary’s mount, so steep.” 


“Once o’er that dark and dreary road, 

The footsteps of One did fall, 

Bent ’neath the weight of a heavy load, 

Which He carried for one and all. 

Thus was fulfilled the eternal plan 

Of redemption and love, so free: 

When the sins of the world, with the Son of man, 
Were nailed to the curséd tree.” 


Ah, to those places of grief my soul — 
Has hastened—as spoke the voice— 

And now my Redeemer’s name to extol 
Shall be the theme of my choice. 

Unto the glory of Christ, my King, 

My Redeemer, forevermore, 

I’ll tune my harp, and my songs I'll sing, 
To worship, to praise, adore. 


Ne’er shall I want for a theme to sing, 

Though in pilgrimage here below. 

By redeeming love of my Saviour, King, 

To a better land I go. 

My lisping tongue shall rehearse this strain :— 
As I follow where He has trod— 

“Worthy the Lamb, Who for sinners slain, 
Reconciled us unto God !” 
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From Darkness to Light 


‘The shadows hung dark over Golgotha, 


And over the Holy City. 
The “Daughter of Zion” had hastened to draw, 


_ Without fear, without shame, without pity, 


O’er self and her people the sad disgrace 


_ To crucify Jesus, the Saviour, 


Who came to give aid to a fallen race, 
And make known unto them the Lord’s favor. 


From village to village, from place to place, 


He had gone, with a zeal ever burning, 

Proclaiming the message so full of grace, 

That night unto day was now turning: 

Ye people that walketh in darkness, behold! 

A light unto you is appearing: 

The bright “Morning Star,” by the prophets foretold, 
Has aris’n, the clouds disappearing. 


No more shall the people by sin be opprest, 
No more by its shackles be fettered, 


_ The Saviour is here, let your fears be at rest, 
_ For though humble and poor, and unlettered, 


In the eyes of the world, yet, ’tis true, this is He 


Whom the Father has sent in His kindness, 


To heal broken-hearted and set captives free, 


And to lead those who grope in their blindness. 


But the city of Jerusalem, fair as the day, 

In earthly glory and splendor, 

In “counsels ungodly” and in “sinner’s way,” 
Continued, as ever, to wander, 

And would not consider that this was the day 

Of salvation, the day of repentance, 

But hardened its heart, nor its conscience obeyed, 
But passed upon Him the death sentence. 
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On Golgotha Cross, mid ihe taunts and the jeers 
Oi the angry mob there assembled, 

They nailed the blest Saviour, but soon their fears 
Were aroused—for the earth now trembled. 

The veil of the temple was rent in twain, 

And darkness the earth did cover, 

As the Lamb of God was for sinners slain, 

And became for us the Passover. 


In the tomb they laid the Crucified One, 

The One Who for sinners was given, 

When the evening had come, and the work was done, 
To which by their sins they’d been driven. 

“At last *tis accomplished,” we hear them say, 

“Well done is this deed and *twill merit 

Our countrymen’s praises for aye and aye, 

Their good will and love we'll inherit.” 


Alas, O Jerusalem, knowest thou not, 

And is it beyond comprehension, 

That sealed is thy doom, and upon thee a blot 

Iz placed, which e’er in its mention 

Doth sully thy name, and cause nations to grieve 
With sorrow and pain without measure, 

That in Jesus, the Saviour, thou would’st not believe, 
But spurned Him, our most precious Treasure? 


Yes, dark hung the shadows o’er Golgotha, 

For the “Light of the world” had vanished, 
Now hope in nothing the faithful saw, 

For their hope and their courage were banished. 
Their Lord and Master and precious Friend, 
Whose love they’d so deeply cherished, 

Was crucified now, and their peace was at end, 
By the hands of their foes He had perished. 


Yet, lift up your heads, O ye sorrowing ones! 
Let your hearts be filled with new gladness! 
And list to the message, as now it comes, 

To replace your sorrow and sadness! 
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r, [© morn of hope, 
again, and we hail Thee! 
shadows and widened the scope 
vision, with joy we hail Thee! 
in we say with th’ Apostle of old: 
where’s thy sting, and O grave, where 
thy vict’ry, thy power to hold 
‘omg the aaa our Saviour ?” 


ory J 
. doubt and by anguish torn, 
fears and misgivings riven 
s shall be, for the God of Life 
us true life has given, 
h Christ, who has conquered in the strife, 
opueed us a place in heaven. 
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Be Merciful, O Ged! 


What grace divine! What love beyond our telling ! 
Behold, the Son of man for sinners slain! 

What depth of human sin and guilt, compelling 

Such Sacrifice!—And yet, with cold disdain, 

The world goes by the cross, untouched, unheeding 

The Crucified—their Saviour, bruised and bleeding— 
Call them, yet Thou, Who rent the veil in twain ! 


God grant that sinners, blinded, poor and needy, 

May see and know Thy condescending love! 

From toils of Mammon, grinding, grasping, greedy, 

Let souls be plucked! O God, to Thee, above, 

We pray: Be merciful, O God! Have Thou compassion ! 
And for His sake—our Saviour’s wounds and passion, 
Snatch us from death, in sin, to Life, above. 
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Saved by Grace 


; | mo “Abide with us! Far spent is now the day—” 
fa In earnest tones the sad disciples pray— 


And Jesus tarries; breaks with them the bread, 


é _ While with more potent food their souls are fed; 
For, Lo! Their eyes are opened, to afford 
Clear light within—Tis He, Their risen Lord! 


And how their hearts are burning, full of joy, 


As now their understanding they employ— 
Enlightened by the Spirit—to recall 

The words that He had spoken! Yes, they, all, 
Grow very clear: So mercy doth ordain— 
By Jesus’ death, lost sinners to reclaim. 


_ How oft, like the disciples, sad, forlorn, 
We wander on our way! Our hearts are torn 
- With grave misgivings; Vanished is our hope. 
With life’s hard task, henceforth, how shall we cope? 
Our joy and hope now in the grave repose— 
Spent is the day, night’s shadows gather close. 


_ Ah, though by grief our vision has been dimmed, 
And faith’s low flickering lamp seems left untrimmed, 
And shadows gather round us; yet, we may 
Continue, safely trusting, on our way. 

He walketh by our side, the risen Lord. 
“Lo! Iam with you alway’—'Tis His Word. 


Though heavy be the stone above the tomb, 

Tis rolled away; light shineth through the gloom. 
For Me is risn’, the Lord of Life and Light, 

And by our side He walketh through the night. 
And when far spent shall be life’s toilsome day, 
He will abide with us, to lead the way. 
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Ah, blessed Saviour, let us ever hear 

Thy guiding footsteps, and Thy voice, so dear! 
Thy pierced hands we see; Thy riven side 
Shall be our refuge, where, secure, we hide. 
Let shadows fall, and night come on apace! 
Where is their vict’ry? We are saved by grace! 


se 0OlUtCédK 
Brother 


Brother, which way are you going, 
In journeying onward through life? 
Brother, what seeds are you sowing? 
Do tares in your garden grow rife? 


The heart is a garden, dear brother, 
Where beautiful harvests should grow 

Of faith, hope and love, as your mother 
In youth often taught you, you know. 


But how have you cared for that garden, 
Where mother so ardently sought 

To foster such fruits, as your warden, 
Who always so zealously wrought. 


To bring up her boy, her soul’s treasure, 
In faith and in service, so true, 

To her and to God? Can you measure 
The love she bestowed upon you? 


Then let that dear memory bring you, 
From wondering, straying afar, 

Back home, to the paths that she taught you, 
Where blessings, eternal, there are. 


And will you not then, O my brother, 
Reach out for some wandering soul? 
That, through your kind efforts, another 
May reach, ’ere too late, the Blest Goal! 
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The Children of the Lord’s Supper 


What day is this? What holy joys are surging 
Within my breast? What spirit beakons me, 
As slowly o’er the Eastern hills emerging 

The orb of day comes forth, and shadows flee ? 
"Tis day of Pentecost, day of rejoicing, 

Which was fulfilled, as ever is God’s Word. 
With joyful hearts, our love and homage voicing, 
We gather, as of old, with one accord. 


Ope wide, ye portals of God’s holy dwelling! 
Within thy courts we would assemble now, 

To join our voice unto the chorus, swelling, 
With Hallelujahs, and to hear the vow, 

Which from the youthful lips will there be given, 
Tn confirmation of their Christian faith, 

Before the altar of the God of heaven— 

O, keep them steadfast, Lord, e’en unto death! 


Yes, day of Pentecost, and Confirmation, 
Is this blest day, on which we gather here; 
A day, to all, of holy inspiration, 
On which we meet our Lord and Saviour, dear. 
The Covenant of peace and of salvation, 
Which He in infancy with us did make, 
Is now renewed, in blessed consecration— 
May nothing intervene that Seal to break! 


O, keep them, Lord, these children; keep Thou ever 
Their souls in innocence, their feet from snares! 

Let nothing tear them from Thee, Lord, no never! 

Be Thou their comfort in life’s many cares! 

Upon Thy hands, once bleeding, Thou’st recorded 
Them, Lord, and Thou has said: “Those given me 
Shall no one from me sever :” thus accorded 

To all Thine own a blest Eternity. 
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And unto us, who once in days, departed, 

Did give this vow, to serve Thee to the end— 
What days of joy and sorrow, since we started 
Life’s race to run—Now, Lord, Thy grace us lend, 
That we may keep the faith; that we may finish 
The course, now still before us! Then we know 
That nothing here on earth can e’er diminish 
Our glory, in that Land, to which we go. 


Thus, with our sorrows hushed, our hopes ascending, 
We witness here, to-day, this blessed Act 

Of Confirmation, and with grace, unending, 

The grace, divine, we keep our faith, intact. 

And when, at last the roll is called up yonder, 

We lay aside our garments, battle stained, 

For blood-bought Robe of Righteousness—O wonder! 
What joys God’s mercy hath for us ordained ‘ 
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At the Dedication of the New Concordia 
Lutheran Seminary 


Thou dear old church, firm on the Rock well founded, 
We hail thee in this hour of triumph grand! 

Thou bearer of the truth, who e’er has sounded 

“Die reine Lehre,” at the Lord’s command, 

Who said: “Go out into the world, my servant, 

And labor, conquer, with My mighty Word! 
Handmaiden of the Lord, with spirit, fervent, 

Hast won, with weapon mightier than the sword. 


The Word of God has been thy strength, forever, 
Fen since the mighty Luther stood, foursquare, 
Before the world and said: “J will not sever 

My life, or teachings, from the doctrine there 

In this great Book! Unless from that ye showeth 
I am at fault—I hold the path I’ve trod: 

Here, whence the living Waters ever floweth; 
Here I, unyielding, stand—so help me God!” 


But powers of darkness hurled their mighty forces 
Against the champions of God’s holy Word 

In Germany; but God has many sources, 

From which to help His own, and strength afford. 
He called from out the North a king, Gustavus 
Adolphus, with a band of soldiers true, 

To battle for His Cause—“Ah, God will save us,” 
The Protestants all hoped, and cowrage grew. 


The battle raged—“This Snow King will be melted,” 
Said Wallenstein and Tilly, “aye ’ere long”— 

But Roman troops with Swedish lead were pelted, 
And on the field of Luetzen rang a song, 

Which put into the hearts of men a spirit, 

Invincible, which ne’er shall be forgot; 

The song—it’s victory we all inherit— 

Was this: “Hin feste Burg ist unser Gott!” 
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Aye, God has been thy Fortress, through the ages, 
O Church, beloved, and through many a storm 
His hand has led thee—witness hist’ry’s pages! 
And in the future let thy heroes form 

Their deep and solid ranks around the Token 

Of hallowed vict’ry, e’en the glorious Cross! 
Then shall thy march, triumphant, be unbroken, 
And never shall thy forces suffer loss. 


And so, today, ye sons of noble fathers— 

Who made the desert blossom as a rose— 

Now dedicate to Him, Who ever gathers 

His own for noble deeds, a sure repose 

For God's own Word—O let it’s light here, ever, 
Undimmed, for coming generations shine! 

Then those who love the Word shall bless forever, 
Such heroes of the faith, your faith and mine. 
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No Time for Church 


“Td like to go to church, ah yes,” 
Said Mr. Samson Clyme, 

“As well as any one, I guess, 
But I never have the time. 

I am always very busy, 

With a hundred things to do, 

And I haven’t a “tin lizzy” 

For to bring me there, like you.” 


“In the shop I am workin’ 

Every day throughout the week, 

For the boss will stand no shirkin’— 
Hurls upon you a ‘blue streak’ 

Of the awf’lest innuendo— 

If you, for a moment, stop, 

Or there is diminuendo 

In the hum of that ’ere shop.” 


“And when Sunday comes, I’m sayin’, 
I’ve no time to go to church, 

Where the Parson is a-prayin’— 

That would leave me in the lurch— 
For I have to fix the fences, 

And put up the window screens; 

Then, with all my might and senses, 

I must hoe the garden greens.” 


Thus, with wordy declaration, 

Spoke our neighbor, Samson Clyme, 
In his effort at evasion, 

When ’twas Lord’s Day and church time. 
Nothing, of his many duties, 
Temporal duties, must he shirk ! 

But *twas different with his duties, 

As a member of the “kirk”. 


O, the sadness and the sorrow 

Of degenerated times! 

O, the worrying for the morrow 
Of these worldly “Samson Clymes 
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How the fences need a mending! 
How they grub in earthly clods! 
Whither will their souls be tending, 
When they sleep beneath the sods? 


Some there are who have no “lizzy”, 
That might bring them to the church ; 
Others feel their heads grow dizzy, 

To be left way in the lurch, 

When their neighbors go a speeding, 
In their cars, on Sabbath day, 

For a “joy ride,” all wnheeding 

What the Lord’s commandments say. 


Some, along the highway screeching, 
Go to see the landscape views, 

While the parson is a preaching, 

In the church—to empty pews. 

Some would go to church—Oh, surely— 
If they had a “Dodge” or “Moon”! 
Others seem to think, demurely, 

That would bring them there foo soon. 


Friend, reemmber—time is fleeting! 
And your chance will soon be gone, 
To be there at Sunday meeting— 
Years are passing, one by one! 

Why with cares be all encumbered, 
Cares of earth, it’s musty clods? 

Soon your days on earth are numbered, 
And you sleep beneath. the sods. 


Whither, then my friend, oh, whather, 
Will your soul have gone—to stay, 

If, whale here, you ne'er went thather, 
Where God’s children keep His day— 
To the church, God's holy dwelling? 
O, my friend—stay not away! 

Come! And then, with chorus swelling, 
Sing God’s praises There for aye! 
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Travelers, What of the Route? 
The heat continues—Ah yes, ’tis hot, 

And flies, mosquitos, and, ah, what not? 

Are sorely pest’ring our smarting hide: 

And yet we try, with calm peace, to bide 
‘The day, when, cooler, the breeze will blow, 
_ And perspiration will cease to flow. 


_ The pews are empty—On highways, far 

_ Each family roll in their nifty car, 

_ To seek relief from oppressive heat, 
In some nice, shady, and cool retreat. 

And so the parson exhorts the pews— 

His flock is nestling among the dews. 


The ushers slumber and take a rest, 

For they’re grown weary to go in quest 
Of lonely worshipers; whom to place, 
Needs not their efforts, these torrid days: 
_ For room, a plenty, is everywhere— 

_ Superfluous, therefore, the ushers’ care. 


_ The sexton opens the door, ajar, 

But hosts, to enter, have gone afar: 
On winding highways they roll along, 

_ While parson mentions the op’ning song, 
_ And he and sexton their voices raise, 
To sing, on Sabbath, Jehovahs’ praise. 


_ Ah, when the weather is cooler, will 

The pews on Sabbath, be empty, still? 

To know the highways, from East to West, 

And North to South, will that seem the best; 
_ Yes, better, e’en, than to know the way 

_ To life, Eternal? What do you say? 


Ah, hot or cool, friends, yet, may we know 
That soon, or late, we’ll be called to go 
_ Across the Line, to another Land !— 
_ How shall we, then, in the Judgment stand— 
If here we scorned to pick out the Way, 
_ That leads, at last, to Eternal Day ? 
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The Best Insurance 


(Godliness, with contentment, is great gain. 
1 Tim. 625 


Old Silas Jones was well content 
With what the Lord had given, 

His days in grumbling were not spent, 
Nor was his soul e’er riven 

With worries and misgivings, sore, 
He was not always wanting more. 


But quite enough he seemed to have 
To make his life full happy. 

His conscience needed not a salve, 
Nor did he want it “snappy,” 
Whene’er the preacher rose to preach, 
And from the Word his flock to teach. 


But full an hour sat Silas there, 

In reverent attention, 

Rejoicing in the Gospel fare, 

And in his heart retention 

It’s sacred precepts always found— 

His faith and trust were, therefore, sound. 


Now Silas had from early youth, 
By careful Christian training, 
Imbibed the blessed, restful truth, 
That as our days are waning, 
Contentment is sufficient gain, 
When joined with godliness, amain. 


Oh why should worry fill our soul, 

And pierce with many sorrows 

Our heart? Gold never can console! 

God careth for our morrows. 

Put in His care your fatthful trust, 

Then you're insured ’gainst “moth and rust.” 
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Where Ends the Vague Unrest? 


O, can you tell the longing of the soul? 

Can you delineate the vague unrest 

That ever fills our sighing, heaving breast, 
‘And leaves us all, forever, on the quest 

Of things beyond, yet distant from the goal? 


Around us nature smiles with kindly face : 

Her woods, her meadows, and her rippling rills, 
The leafy thicket, where the song-bird trills, 
With keen delight our soul, an instant, thrills ; 
Yet, roving on, with unabated pace. 


Comforts, unheard of in the days gone by, 

Are now our daily meed. All our desires, 

And everything that “modern life” requires, 

Is at our beck and call—Yet, burn the fires 

On unstilled longings—“More! Still more !? we cry- 


O longing soul, be still! Be still, and heed 
The lesson that thou soon or late must learn! 
Thy quest for earthly pleasures ne’er will earn 
Full satisfaction. Fires, still, will burn, 

With longings for a greater, higher need. 


First, when recede the fading things of clay . 
From my dim vision, and the earthly shore 

Is lost to view—where e’er I wished for more— 
Blest Saviour, then with Thee, Whom I adore, 
My soul’s at rest, through endless perfect day. 
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Who Shall Assuage? 


The clouds hang low, they roll, they move along, 
In forms and colors, fearsome to behold. 

All nature stands in awe; the chirping song 

Of birds is hushed ; the heart of man grows cold. 

A distant, roaring, rumbling, hollow sound— 
Then breaks the storm, with devastating might; 
It’s power, mysterious, how awful, how profound ! 
The wreck and ruin—What a gruesome sight! 


And, ah, but yesterday, what visions of delight, 
With smiling landscape, bathed in sunshine, grand! 
Birds gayly winged their intermittent flight, 
From tree to budding tree. On every hand, 

The tokens of new life, of joy, of peace, 

To soothe the heart of nature, and of man— 
To-day, storm, ruin, loss, pain; nor surcease, 

Of sorrow, as the wreckage, now, we scan. 


Friend, such is life. To-day, no fairer sight 
Burst on the vision of sojourners here: 

Joy, peace and happiness, and prospects, bright— 
To-morrow, “storms of life” are drawing near. 
Who shall assuage? Who calm the troubled breast? 
Serene how shall we meet the shock of woe? 

To Him, Who said: “Come unto me, and—rest!’” 
To Him, our Rock of Refuge, we will go. 
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Onward and Homeward! 


Spring, in its newborn beauty, has passed on, 

And likewise summer is now all but past. 

We sigh to think so soon, too soon, they’re gone; 
That these, most glorious seasons, may not last. 

But, Ah, may something of their fragrance still abide 
Within us, as we hurry with the tide! 


The tide of life—no sooner is it in, 

With all its fulness, like the summer’s store 

Of fragrance, sweet; than, restless, ’twill begin 
Receding swiftly, toward the other shore— 

O, tide and season—since ye cannot stay— 

Bear us, as ripened sheaves, Home, Home, for aye! 
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Dark Was the Night 


Dark was the night for the wanderer, lone, 
Never a star from the firmament shone. 
Yawned the deep chasms, that lay in his path. 
Thundered the waters in turbulent wrath. 
Denser, yet denser, the gathering gloom. 
Nothing ahead, save destruction and doom. 


He was a wanderer, weary and spent, 

Seeking life’s treasurers, his steps had been bent. 
Ever elusive, they left him, at last, 

Lost in the desert, with night falling fast. 

Ever afar, was his coveted goal; 

Empty and famished, his hungering soul. 


O, Thou, who once for the weary and lost 

Trod the rough paths at an infinite cost; 

Thou, who in mercy said: “Weary one, come! 

I am thy Shepherd, and I’ll lead thee home”— 
Call the lost wanderers from their vain quest ! 
Bring them at last to the heavenly rest! 


185 


“Where Are the Nine?” 


“Where are the nine?” Thus spake the Lord, 
When at His uttered, mighty Word, 

Ten lepers went their way restored— 
“Where are the nine?” 


For when they saw that they were healed ; 
Saw God’s great mercy thus revealed, 
Through Him to Whom they had appealed— 
Then went their way; 


Save one, alone, who had returned, 
Though often by the chosen spurned, 
His heart true gratitude had learned, 
On that blest day. 


Returning, therefore, loud he cried 
His thanks and praises—glorified 
The God of mercy, Who supplied 
Healing, divine. 


And he who thus the Son of man 
Did glorify—Who wrought the plan 
Of saving grace—“Samaritan,” 

In scorn, was called. 


But Jesus answered: “Were not ten 
Made clean and whole the moment when 
I spoke the word? Pray, tell me, then, 
Where are the nine?” 


“Are there not found, save this lone man, 
This oft despised Samaritan, 

Of all the ten, who came again 

To render thanks ?” 
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“And now arise, thou leper, prone, 

Who of the ten came back alone, 

To give me thanks! By faith ’tis done— 
Lo, thou art whole !”— 


Today God’s mercy doth abound, 
As freely as when once the sound 
Of that dear voice did echo round 
Blest Galilee. 


For cleansing we may come io Him; 
For sight, when vision groweth dim. 
O, sin-sick soul, up now and trim 
Thy lamp of faith! 


The Great Physician passeth by! 
The Bridegroom of thy soul is nigh! 
O, listen now, and heed His cry: 
“Come unto me !”— 


But where, Oh, where,—Where are the nine, 
As now, to-day, that voice, divine, 

Is calling ?—Will ye still incline 

To paths of sin? 


Cry, with the lepers: “Lord, on me 
Have mercy, and my Helper be!” 
From sin and sorrow you'll be free— 
Glory to God! 


Then be not like the thankless nine, 
Who with ingratitude, supine, 

Did go their way from grace, divine— 
Return! Return 


To Him Who healed you, and you’ll go 
From grace to grace, each day; and so, 
When days are ended, you will know 
God’s boundless love. 
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Father of Mercies! 


Father of mercies, now, on bended knee, 
We call to Thee—O Lord, hear Thou our plea! 
QO, let us know Thy love! © 
Fear and distress remove ! 
Send, from thy heav’n above, 
Grace, full and free! 


Lord, though unworthy, we still come to Thee, 
Help in our hour of need, nowhere we see, 
Save in Thy grace and might— 
Bid darkness ‘turn to light! 
O, give us inward sight! 
Our Helper be! 


“Call upon Me,” my child, so hast Thou said, 
“In thy sad hour of need, ru give thee aid.” 
Lord, we believe Thy Word, 
And ‘that our prayer is heard. 
E’en though we oft have erred, 
Thouw’llt give us aid. 


Then, with all trials o’er, on earth, below, 
On to the heav’nly rest, with joy, we go. 
There, at the end of days, 
We shall behold Thy face, 
All, by Thy boundless grace— 
Blest truth, to know! 
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Our Father, We Thank Thee 


O Lord, we bow before Thee, 
On this Thanksgiving day; 
We honor and adore Thee, 
For what Thou art, and pray 


That we in true devotion 
May to Thy Throne draw nigh! 
Our every thought, emotion, 
Wouldst Thou now sanctify! 


A Father, kind, forbearing, 
Thou ever art, O God; 

Though we, with footsteps erring, 
The paths of sin have trod. 


We have not always loved Thee, 
Nor kept Thy counsels, true; 
More often we have grieved Thee 
With what we say and do. 


With penitence and sorrow 
We seek Thy Mercy Seat: 
O guide, today, tomorrow, 
Our wayward, straying feet! 
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In praises, now and ever, 

We join, with one accord. 

O, help our weak endeavor 
To love and serve Thee, Lord! 


We thank and praise Thee, truly, 
For home and fireside. 

May there, with reverence, duly, 
Peace, joy and hope abide! 


Our Country, too, we cherish ; 
Our Flag, Red, White and Blue; 
Her glory ne’er may perish! 

We pledge our service, true. 


Our harvest fields are yielding 
Their rich, abundant store, 

From want and hunger shielding, 
E’en those, who else were poor. 


For Heavenly Manna, Father, 
By which our souls shall live, 
We thank Thee! And we gather, 
As Thy rich grace doth give. 
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For all Thy favors, truly, 
We thank Thee, Lord, and pray: 
Give grace that we may, duly, 
Keep this Thanksgiving day! 


Come Weary Soul 


Come, O Thou soul, so weary and so laden, 
Burdened with grief and life’s corroding care; 
Heir to the woes that first in distant Aiden 


Drove primal man from out its portals fair! 
Refrain: 


Come, take thy flight; thy pilgrimage let hasten! 
Come to the Haven where all sorrows cease! 
Behold the Cross; thy vision on it fasten! 

Then shadows flee before the dawn of peace. 


Long in this world thou’st wandered sad, forsaken, 
Seeking for treasurers, ever sought in vain; 
Longing for peace, yet by new griefs o’ertaken— 
Trust not the world, O, trust it not again! 
Refrain: 


Treasurers have wings, and hopes are e’er deceiving, 


Hopes that are centered in this life alone. 


Soon are they gone, their promise ne’er retriving— 


What shall it profit when life’s day is done? 
Refrain: 


Come, therefore, soul, why linger, ever yearning, 
On the bleak sands of life’s tempestuous shores ? 
Elusive phantoms seek no more! Returning, 


Havens of heavenly peace shall ope their doors. 
Refrain: 
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The Pilgrim’s Song 


Like Israel of old we go 

Toward Jordan’s distant strand, 
E’en through a wilderness of woe, 
On to the Promised Land. 

A band of weary pilgrims, we, 
Forlorn, at times, and sad; 

But in the future there will be 
The balm of Gilead. 


With snares and dangers oft beset 

We find our toilsome way, 

Till we are tempted to regret 

The seeming luckless day, 

When from our “flesh pots” and our “corn” 
At once we did depart, 

Upon our pilgrimage, forlorn, 

Though with a trusting heart. 


Since then how oft and sorely tried 
Has been that faltering trust! 

Our soul in anguish oft has cried 
To Him Who’s ever just, 

Who bade us with a firm command 
From “Egypt’s bonds” to ‘flee, 
That in the blest and promised land 
Forever we might be 


And ever, as a Father mild, 

With true and loving care, 

He led His faint and falt’ring child 
Through sea and desert, bare; 

Through thirst and famine, heat and cold, 
From fiery serpents, dire, 

With cloudy pillar to His fold, 

With pillar, e’en, of fire, 


He ever led us, day by day, 
And through the stormy night, 
Protecting, guiding on the way, 
And for us He did fight, 
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When falt’ring grew our feeble knees, 

And helpless hung our hand :— 

Through dangers, such, and more than these, 
He led our weary band. 


Ah, should we then regret our lot, 
Though pilgrims we may be, 
And e’en, again, the “old flesh pot 
Of Egypt” long to see? 

No! Though through seas and burning sands © 
Our pathway yet may lead, 

We live rejoicing that from bands 
Of bondage we’ve been freed. 


Come, pilgrim, give us then thy hand 
And let us journey on! 

Dark is the night in Edom’s land, 
And we are far from home. 
Continuing cities have we none, 
While we do sojourn here. 

May we not linger, but press on, 
Without a doubt or fear! 


For though the night be dark and drear, 
E’en as the vale of death, 

No evil do we need to fear, 

If we but have the faith. 

*Twill drive the shadows from our path, 
And light us on our way; 

“Press on,” be that our shibboleth! 
Night turneth soon to day. 


And though the “Jordan’s sullen stream” 
*Twixt us and “Canaan” lies, 

We still “press on,” beyond ‘there gleam 
The Mansions in the skies; 

Where pilgrims, such as we, at last, 
Encumbered oft by fears, 

Shall leave the trials of the past, 

And wipe away our tears. 
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We say farewell. A little while we’ve here 
Lingered and labored—Now our sojourn ends. 
We say farewell, in accents calm and clear, 

To all, who may—or may not— be our friends. 
*Tis all the same. Altke have all been served; 
Nor have we ever from that mazim swerved. 


Life is, at best a sojourn. And what’s more, 

A labor, unrequitted ; often so. 

Yet toil we on, the next day, as before, 

And look not for our laurels here below. 

If, when our work is ended, He shall say: 

“Well done!”—Let others think e’en what they may! 


These pages we have written, year by year, 
And month by month, as seasons come and go; 
Sometimes with joy; again, with silent tear, 
Yes, many such, that would, intrusive, flow, 

As current hist’ry duty said: Record, 

Joys, sorrows, gains and loss, with one accord! 


From pulpit and from platform we have tried 

To point the way that leads aloft, to heaven: 

How sinners may be saved; yes, justified, 

By Him, Whom God in boundless love hath given. 
What are the fruits? “What shall the harvest be?” 
One day, dear friends, beyond the veil, we'll see. 


And at the bedside, where, in lingering pain, 

Some of the flock have languished, we have knelt, 
In prayer to God: Would He, in love, again, 
Restore them to their loved ones—Ah, we’ve felt 
With those who sorrowed; who with courage brave, 
Wiped tears away, e’en at the silent grave. 


*On leaving a charge of 22 year’s service. 
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But even in the joys and pleasures, too, 

Of life we’ve entered, with a right good will. 
We’ve had the pleasure to rejoice with you, 

In days of sunshine; when, like rippling rill, 
Your life flowed on, calm, joyous and serene; ~ 
Your joys have been to us a pleasure keen. 


Thus have our days gone by, these years—now past; 
In joy and sorrow we have tarried here. 

Shall aught that we have done e’en yet outlast 

Our years of service? Or, do this we hear: 

“Naught is accomplished: "T'was not worth the cost!” 
For naught accomplished, leaves “love’s labors—lost.” 


No, friends of mine, love’s labors are not lost! 

For service, rendered in God’s love, lives on. 

And, from the first, we reckoned with the cost, 

In sacrifice of self; yet, labored on. 

If now—with labors finished—He shall say: 

“Well done!” Wet others think e’en what they may! 


/ And now we say farewell—for such is ltfe: 
We sojourn here; we linger not for aye. 
With change and with unrest our days are rife— 
Beyond there waits the changeless, glorious Day. 
T’here—when our days are ended—may we meet, 
\ ae ransomed mlgrims, at our Saviour’s feet! 
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Life’s Little Day 


Life’s little day, ah yes, for you and me, 
Is just today, the future none can see, 


Today, o’er hill and vale the sun shines bright, 
Tomorrow, clouds of care obscure the light. 


One day sweet hope buoys up our longing soul; 
The next, that longing has not reached its goal; 


But longing still, we seek to satisfy 
Our heart’s desires, as the days go by. 


One day life’s pleasures round about us gleam; 
The next, we trow, things are not what they seem. 


But, like mirages fade and pass away, 
To leave us saddened at the close of day; 


Like flowers, blooming in the month of May, 
In autumn days to wither and decay; 


Like grass, that, verdant, flourisheth today, 
To be in future only molded hay. 


Is that owr lot? Is that the fate of man, 
The noblest handiwork of God’s great plan? 


The crown of all creation, as we say— 
Shall he be thus, when ends life’s little day? 


“All flesh is grass,” so hath the Prophet said. 
Since that is true, were we not better dead? 


For who can labor through life’s toilsome day 
Only, like grass, to wither and decay? 


Who will endeavor, if such be the case, 
To run with spirit life’s impending race? 
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For many run the prize of life to win; 
But who will have the courage to begin? 


Who will endeavor e’en to seek the truth, 
And live for virtue in the days of youth, 


And struggle on through noontide to the eve 
Of life, if he can, truly, but believe 


No other recompense is left at last, 
Than with the other discards to be cast 


Upon a heap of faded, foul refuse— 
Life’s little day to live, O, what’s the use! 


What is the use? If we were Stoics, but, 
Then we would say: “There is, ah no, there’s not 


In any thing that is, beneath the sun, 
Wherewith to pay us for the race we run; 


But better, far, for each and every one, 
Would be the time life’s little day were done.” 


Ah, such forlorn and sad philosophy 
We both do, and we do not ratify. 


We both agree, and yet, we disagree; 
The reasons cannot more transparent be. 


If thou wouldst say: “This mortal life is all; 
The end of it is but our funeral pall; 


The recompense of all our struggles, brave, 
Is but oblivion in the silent grave.” 


Then, friend, with thee we beg to disagree ; 
Our soul from such sad fatalism to free! 


But if the lesson thou wouldst have us know 
Is this: “Our future prospects ever grow; 
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And when our days on earth are all checked in, 
Then our true life is ready to begin; 


Then will we know, as sure as we are known, 
The heritage, immortal that we own ‘ 


Life’s little day ne’er little, more, can be; 
Its growth is reached in immortality ; 


And recompense, beyond our fondest dreams, 
Is Life Eternal, where God’s glory gleams.” 


Be that thy lore, my philosophic friend ? 
Then all our controversy is at end; 


And thou and I stand evermore agreed, 
In this mankinds most true and holy creed. 


Ah yes, Thou wilt not leave us in the dust, 
Our God and Maker, Thou, whose thoughts are just. 


But watching o’er us with Thy tender care, 
Helping us all life’s burdens, sore, to bear; 


Guiding our faltering footsteps, day by day, 
Along the rugged, thorny, narrow way, 


That once was trod by Him, Who vict’ry won, 
For us, Thine own most righteous, blessed Son ; 


Until, at last, through our Redeemer’s love, 
We anchor, safely, in our home above. 


Such is the hope, to which our soul doth cling, 
As days go by, and often to us bring 


Their cup of sorrow, and regret, and pain, 
Bitter to see, more bitter, still, to drain. 


If friends forsake us, and alone we stand, 
Or if they say: “Misfortune is at hand, 
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And thou hadst better curse thy fate and die; 
On nothing in this life thou canst rely.” 


Yet, is undimmed hope’s bright, inspiring star, 
That tells us: “Still realities there are, 


E’en in this life, though fleeting it may be, 
And distant, future days, we may not see.” 


This daiy is ours; enough, we do not plead 
For the unknown tomorrow and its need; 


But in the shelter of God’s love we rest: 
He knows our needs, and what He gives ts best. 
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That is the truth that makes this sojourn real, 
And life worth living, e’en in woe and weal; 


The truth that bids the skeptic hold his peace, 
And makes our longing soul repose at ease ; 


The truth that lives, and bids defiance, brave, 
To adversaries grim, death and the grave. 


And thus we live, rejoicing, come what may! 
And thus, triumphant, ends life’s litile day! 


THE END 
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